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Around Town. 


The young man should find his great oppor- 
tunity in a new country. Such has been the 
expectation and experience of generations and 
races the world over. Young men go west and 
grow up with the country. The western hemi- 
sphere was colonized by young men whose ad- 
venturous spirits rather courted hardships and 
whose unsoured hopes buoyed them up through 
all vicissitudes. This should be the country 
for young men, for the country itself is young ; 
its entire topography is not yet traced on maps; 
its mineral possibilities are merely guessed at ; 
its vast agricultural plains are sparsely peopled 
and only cultivated in parts, its population is 
only one-twentieth of what it is destined in the 
economy of nature to be; its literature is ina 
state of embryo; its political future isuncertain 
and sentiment unorganized. Such being Cana- 
da’s stage of development it should be an 
ideal country for young men, Energy domin- 
ates youth as discretion distinguishes age, and 
though the latter quality may not always come 
to those who acquire years, yet energy leaves 
them, It would be better for this young coun- 
try if its affairs were administered with un- 
doubted energy*than with a discretion that is 
only problematical. Energetic men may some- 
times make trouble for themselves, but they 
are generally competent to master it when it 
appears; discreet septuagenarians foresee 
trouble and evade it, but if a proposed action 
will result in either great advantage or consider- 
able worry, they choose the safety of inaction. 
Sir Oliver Mowat is an instance, He is suffi- 
ciently cautious for acountry as old as England, 
but quite lacking in the spirit of exploit. The 
immediate future of Ontario under his care is 
safe as that of a widow possessing a moderate 
annuity. She can neithér go bankrupt on the 
one hand, nor improve her fortune on the other. 
The estate will in time be handed to her heirs 
intact, but successful spectlation and invest- 
ment will not have increased it. Sir Oliver has 
not buried the “one talent” entrusted to him, like 
the wicked and slothful servant, nor has he made 
it double itself like the good and profitable ser- 
vant, but he has let it out to gather lawful 
bank interest, neither more nor less. He has 
managed our aftairs with a frugality that is 
praiseworthy ; he has never realized that he is 
in charge of a province that should develop 
unto vastness of population and power. At all 
events, he has originated nothing calculated to 
energize the forces making for the country’s 
development. He has been a matchless stew- 
ard, collecting rents and taxes, making repairs, 
preserving the peace and convincing our ears 
of.a surplus our reason could never perceive. 
He has done nothing to attract strangers to 
our vacant settlements or to interest outside 
capital in our mines or manufactures ; indeed, 
he has repelled capital on the principle that 
our minerals are a provincial asset and should 
be guarded. If during his entire term of office 
he has brought adozen men into the country, it 
has been under the Extradition Act and they 
were hanged or imprisoned, 


.* 

But Sir Oliver, although perhaps the most 
conservative man in Canadian public life, is 
not singular in his slow-coach policy now in 
his preference for old men. Young men are at 
a discount in this country, where more than 
elsewhere they should be at a premium. The 
Oatario ‘Legislature is composed almost en- 
tirely of old men, asare the Legislative Assem- 
blies of the other provinces and the House of 
Commons. Go up into the gallery of any of 
our Houses of Parliament and you will look 
down upon almost an unbroken level of glis- 
tening pates. I donot know why success in 
public life should be denied a man 
until he has shaken his teeth out 
and left his hair behind him on 
the bramble bushes of life, but the fact re- 
mains. Those who have too much sense to 
bump their heads against a wall, or are not 
sufficiently heroic to attempt the overthrow 
of an odious barrier, stay in retirement until 
their energy wanes and their crispness is worn 
off and they can exhibit bald spots to nominat- 
ing conventions. Then they get elected and 
hold down their seats until called to higher 
seats above the starry sky. They never retire. 
The young men of a constituency represented 
by one of them need not sandpaper their heads 
and study the Bribery Act ; there will be no 
vacancy unless death or a gerrymander causes 
one. Once a man is called to a place ina 
Provincial or Dominion Cabinet he becomes a 
fixture and hangs to life with exasperating 
tenacity. No public question ever arises upon 
which the individual members of a govern: 
ment have conflicting opinions, No minister 
resigns on principle. Each man hangs to his 
seat and agrees to anything. He may dis- 
approve some action of his esteemed colleagues, 
but he evidently considers that the conduct of 
his fellows would not be improved should the 
light of his countenance be removed. No 
matter who becomes Premier of the Conserva- 
tive Government at Ottawa, the same dozen 
harmless old gentlemen hobble around him and 
accept the various portfolios as a matter of 
course, If the Liberals were to carry the 
cltadel to-morrow the survivors of the Mac- 
kenzie Government of twenty years ago would 
step up to resume their places as though only 
a month had elapsed since they had been in- 
terrupted in their duties. C. H. Tupper fell 
heir to a portfolio, and if his party is not de- 
feated he will hold it for life, such ex- 

raneous considerations as ability and future 
political developments having nothing to do 

ith the matter. There are too many life offi- 
in Canada. If Cleveland had been elected 
second time in this country, as he has been in 
he United States, his Cabinet would have 
sn identical with his former one and every 
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minor appointment would have been the same 
as before. No Canadian Premier would dare 
do what he has done, for he has refused in 
wholesale terms to appoint to the different 
sinecures the men who formerly enjoyed them, 
on the ground that he is ‘‘ opposed to creating 
an office-holding oligarchy in a democratic 
country.” 
- «6 

We have an office-holding oligarchy. Once 
& man secures an appointment he holds it 
until the destroying angel drops upon him. 
The spirit actuating the men who fill the 
Cabinet at Ottawa—a spirit that prevents them 
from ever resigning, that enables them to 
triumph over debility, avoid contagion and 
resist even the most seductive forms of death 
—pervades every branch of public service and 
shows itself in all the walks of business. 
Hang on! is the national watchword. When 
one perceives how the upward path is blocked 


with men who will not budge, he concludes 
that it is wise for him tosit still in a moderately 
good position. So he thinks and growls and 
becomes a growling fixture, Talk about the 
stability of our forin of government—we have 
too much of it! There should be more open 
events for the young men of the country. Go 
out into the townships and see how it works. 
Let a young man whose beard is less thana 
foot long attempt to run for councillor and 
some scandalized patriarch will emerge from 
his chimney nook, peer through the cobwebs 
that veil his mind, <autter astonishment at the 
impudence of boys in these degenerate times 
and in the end defeat his deficiently whiskered 
opponent three toune. Leta young man attempt 
to make a speech in a municipal or legislative 
campaign and every gray hair within hear- 
ing will curl in anger and every bald spot in 
that presence will blush at the affront. When 
the municipal elections come on in many town- 


ships, and the polling clerks are being ap- 
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| pointed, we see exemplified the principle of 
life tenure which is doing so much injury. A 
rolling clerkship is a small thing, but it is the 
biggest thing of the kind young men so placed 
can see with the naked eye. In the wildest 
and most unlicensed flights of their ambition 
they never hope to win anything more lucra- 
tive and dignified. But they wait in weariness 
and die ungratified. The same men are 
solemnly appointed from year to year, and 
}; Sometimes one man will be clerk in his polling 
subdivision without interruption for thirty 
years ; sometimes one group will be appointed 
without a break for fifteen years. In some 
townships the same men sit around the council 
board for years ina state of stagnation. This 
is all wrong. It may not be expensive, it may 
temporarily have an economical result; but it 
is deadening and works vast, though indirect, 
injury to the municipality. The young man 
who hasin his heart an ambition to be some- 
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} body is made to feel that it is a sneaking im- 


pertinence on his part. 
the aspiration of his bosom and relinquish it, 


| he must remove to some spot where he will be | 
taken seriously. To find that spot he usually | 


crosses the border. This is wrong, and this 


wrong partly accounts for the exodus. 


see young men under thirty years nominated 
for governor of a state, and their youth does 
not defeat them. 
| remedy for the condition of things in Canada, 
| but there is too much life-tenure, too much of 
an oftice-holding oligarchy. The neck of the 
bottle is choked up and the contents are turno- 
| ing sour. 


. 
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Both political parties in Toronto have sus- 
tained severe shocks during the past week. 
That brilliant meteor in the Reform firma- 
ment, Bryan Lynch, has quietly erased him- 
self from the empyrean, He has gone and left 


Unless he can shame | 


It is 
' 
not infrequent in the neighboring republic to | 


It is difficult to suggest a | 





a cruel hole in the sky. No power of speech 
short of Bryan’s own complexity of metaphor 
could do justice to the laceration occasioned 
by his removal. He is like a butter tooth 


rudely wrenched from the jaw of Liberalism 
while it yawned, expecting no such outrage. 
The shock to local Conservatism is, however, 
even more unmanning. The faithful feel much 
as Hindoos wou!'d if some dog of an infidel 
were to entera temple and knock in the ribs 


masher. This strikes me as a happy similitude. 
Corresponding with the wooden figure of the 
Hindoo god—quite as animated and fully as 
beautiful—is the person of John Trowbridge, 
great in peace and sublime in party warfare. 
This man, with half the votes of the city in 
his pocket, this organizer and statesmanlike 
thinker, was set upon, maltreated and—to tell 
the downright truth in unparliamentary lan- 
guage—punched in as common a way as a 
man who had never attended a caucus in his 
life! If he had been booted by a senator or 
spanked by a member of Parliament it would 
have been bearable—it might even have proved 
a source of post-hospital gratification, if I may 
coin a term—but the name of bis assailant is 
not even recognizable as that of one who had 
ever been a delegate to a party convention! 
There is nothing to relieve the harrowing 
nature of the whole grievous incident, unless 
it be the fact that Mr. Trowbridge was at the 
time engaged in the enlightened service of his 
Government and his assailant was afterwards 
fined for the assault. But that does not atone 
for the humiliation of being punched and 
walloped like a man of no influence in the 
ward. The party stood aghast on hearing of 
the assault, and when news came of the 
alleged attempt on Gladstone’s life some saw 
indications of a transatlantic 

against the earth’s fairest and best. 


conspiracy 
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Of course when one comes to figure on the 
case it is not surprising that a man should 
punch Mr. Trowbridge for examining his 
; Private parcels. Without uniform or badge of 
any sort, how is this ineffably sad little man 
to be recognized by an excited traveler as 
the Inquisitive Nose of a Paternal Govern- 
| ment? He doesn’t look it. Customs officials 
should be forced to wear uniform, otherwise 
; how can we distinguish thieves from robbers ? 
If uniforms cost too much, or are otherwise ob- 
jectionable, some emblem of authority should 
be worn by officials. I would suggest that each 
man have large green seals, bearing the royal 
coat-of-arms, pasted on both cheeks and ini- 
tialed by Clarke Wallace. Mr. Trowbridge, so 
adorned, would not be trifled with. He would 


| 
of the sacred person of Brahma with a potato 


FLIGHT. 


bear his authority on his face. The suggested 
insignia may, at first blush, impress a few over- 
sensitive people as smacking of the barbaric, 
but lam sure it is quite as civilized and en- 
lightened as the Custom House espionage 
which it would regulate and adorn. 

. 

The literary event of the period, without any 
| doubt whatever, is the stirring anthem which 
James L. Hughes has composed for us and 
crammed down our throats with his school- 
master’s ferule. It is unfortunate that a very 
creditable composition and a very laudable iu- 
tention should have been made ridiculous by 
the manner of their discharge, so to speak. A 
man may be never so hungry, yet he won't 
thank you for stuffing a dinner down his throat 
with your walking stick. We may have been 
yearning for an anthem to substitute for God 
Save the Queen and The Maple Leaf Forever, 
but before throwing these favorites aside we 
would like to walk around the new one a few 





| agency 
| He 

| refer 
| settiemenf. 
| majority for prohibition he will not feel justi- 
| fied in giving effect toso revolutionary a prin 
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times. The author who can announce that he 
has decided to change the national song of a 
people certainly does not lack the eccentricities 
of genius, whatever else he may be short of. 
Those who have written great heart-songs 
have always been tco finely strung to publicly 
declare their productions, immortal at the time 
of their publication and it shows a mighty 
poor insight into human nature to suppose that 
one can supply a people with a new anthem or 
a new flag in much the same manner as one 
would supply them with a new and improved 
churn, We have had foisted upon usa factory- 
made brand of loyalty, none other genuine, 
and it is perhaps no‘ surprising that a cult’- 
vated sentiment should be embodied into song 
in this mechanical, self-assured way. 
. . 

It looks as though a death-blow will be given 
to newspaper guessing contests and the fakes 
of various kind and degree on which cheap rags 
and boiler-plate weeklies have for some time 
subsisted. It would appear from the evidence 
in the police court that A. J. Parker, the last 
manager of the Canadian Queen, has got him- 
self into a deep hole. I cannot see, however, 
why it should be considered more of a swindle 
for him to return nothing to subscribers than 
for others to unload “tin silverware,” and 
yellow glassware upon ‘“ lucky _prize- 
winners,” Respectable newspaper enter- 
prises are not greatly injured by these 
fake publications so numerous just now 
in Toronto, but men who are issuing 
clean and high-class sheets and aiming always 
at bigger and better things: entertain a vast 
contempt for such snide enterprises. They are 
beneath attention, beyond and below gunshot. 
But the contempt felt for palpably crooked 
publications is also extended to the greedy and 
ignorant ones who are swindled by them. 
The man who tries to buy the earth for ten 
cents and then howls until the stars rattle 
overhead because he lost his dime and didn’t 
get the globe we are all trying to live on, has 
not much of a claim on anybody’s sympathy. 
Usually the only difference between the swind- 
ler and his dupe is that one is at the winning 
and the other at the losing end of a transaction 
wherein one or other must be cheated. Each 
is trying to get something for nothing—which 
is the essence of dishonest acquisition—but 
one has a scheme and the other has not. It is 
to be hoped that the Crown authorities will 
make a clean sweep of this business and either 
reclaim tricky newspaper men to the paths of 
decent and legitimate journalism or drive them 
out of business entirely. 

Those who with some jubilation express the 
opinion that Sir Oliver Mowat has at last got 
into dangerous water, and may, please heaven, 
capsize and drown because of this temperance 
question, are, I think, not confronting the 
whole situation. Mr. Meredith and his fol 
lowers seem likely to suffer most trom what 
has happened and is likely to happen on this 
prohibition question. The Marter bill was re- 
jected on a straight party vote. The Conserva- 
tives voted solid for it, and as that measure was 
designed to close up all the bars in the province, 
the liquor interests will go solid against Mr. 
Meredith in the next election. Heretofore the 
saloon men have voted Liberal more through 
fear than love; now they will vote that way 
without compulsion. The Conservative party 


| tied itself by that vote to a solid something 


that cannot be explained away hereafter, no 
matter what turn events may take. In alienat 
ing the liquor men—sending their hearts 
where their treasure is—they won no corres- 
ponding benefit, for the Liberals outbid them 


| incpen market for temperance sympathy by 


certain feints in the direction of total prohibi 
tion. Mowat did not tie himself and party to 
anything so solid as to incommode his free 
mext year or any other year. 
will have a_ plebiscite taken and 

certain constitutional points for 
If there is not an overwhelming 


ciple as is prohibition. If the majority is over- 
whelming, there are still some constitutional 
points whose settlement may relieve him from 
the necessity of taking fateful action. The 
saloon men will be made to see that there are 
a great many peradventures between this 


| bright May evening and the passage of prohi 
| bition by Sir Oliver Mowat. 


They will come 
to believe that their good friend the Premier 
is staving off ranting teetotalers, and doing 
it with rare daintiness. On the other 
hand, if prohibition does not come the 
temperance people will perceive at 
a glance that the fault lay, not in Sir Oliver, 
but in the unsatisfactory nature of the plebis- 
cite, or in a faulty constitution. Moreover, if 
the temperance movement must retrace its 
steps and start over again, as it has done 
thousands of times, and go back to the Marter 
bill, the Premier will not be precluded from 
fathering and giving effect to that measure. 
Supposing that the constitutional points are 
settled and, failing prohibition, the country 
two years hence demands that the retail liquor 
trade be abolished, Mr. Mowat can rise in his 
lace in the House and say: ‘‘I, like the great 
bulk of temperance people in Ontario, aimed at 
total prohibition, and when we voted against 
and defeated the Marter bill it was with a 
view of securing that completer and higher 
object. Having failed, as you all know, 
in our attempt to secure the best thing, the 
Government, like the organized temperance 
party, is willing to accept and give effect to 
the next best thing.” If the principle of the 
Marter bill {s ever to become operative, Sir 
Oliver will be free to adopt it, and Mr. Mere- 
dith will have wasted the seed which he has 
sown, I think that Sir Oliver, as usual, has 


prepared a nice circle of soft spots all around 
him, so that it does not matter much where he 


falls. Mack, 
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CHAPTER II. 

“ Several t:mes on the way I thought of bolt- 
ing when Dominico wasn’t looking; but that 
time never came, for he was always looking. I 
am confident that man was & mind reader, for 
so sure did I prepare myself to dart away on 
what looked to be a favorable opportunity, so 
sure did the sharp point of that stiletto come 
in contact with some feelable part of my ana- 
tomy, and my resolution quickly dropped to the 
region of my boots. The sight of his rifle, car- 
ried carelessly across his left arm, also placed a 
wholesome restraint upon my further actions 
and at last decided to go through with the 
business. 

“ Dominico said little, but confined his atten- 
tion to my cigars, treating me with the most 
complete indifference. He did not know me, 
evidently, through my disguise. 

“ When at length, however, we came to what 
appeared to be the entrance toa narrow gorge, 
he stopped short and gave a low whistle. f 

“The answercame like an echo, reverberating 
among the adjacent hills, and a man, attired 
very much as Dominico was, appeared 
from behind a rock and came towards us. 

“ Thetwohelda whispered consultation, when 
the second man left us, going in the direction 
from which we had come, while my quondam 
guide instructed me to follow the gorge until 
I came to the end, and then whistle thrice as 
he had done. Being speechless, I was not 
quite sure whether it would be the orthodox 
thing to possess the faculty of whistling, but 
as it did not seem to occur to my friend the 
swarthy petty larcenist, I thought I would not 
dispute the point by pantomime or otherwise. 

“I did as I was told, not, however, without 
making frantic, but futile efforts to scale the 
sides of the gorge as soon as I got out of Dom- 
inico’s sight. The third and last time that I 
attempted to reach a higher stratum of atmos- 
phere, I made a rapid and most undignified 
descent of about ‘‘eleventeen” feet, followed by 
whole tons of scoria, and stratified and irregu- 
lar-shaped specimens of Italy's heaviest rocks, 
The law of gravitation was beautifully and 
most awfully demonstrated, and it must have 
been a truly interesting and edifying sight 


to see the celerity with which I en- 
deavored to reach the bottom before 
the other things, which, had they made 


better time against my flying anatomical con- | and that was all the more reason why I wished 


figuration, would have provided me with an 
excelient natural mausoleum, free of cost.” 
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Her father was a farmer, 
While now I donned my armour 
In the service cf my native Greece, 
And with long-drawn sighs, 
And tears within my eyes, 
I left my love to etem the Turkish host.’ 

“Again the wild refrain rang forth, and 
after every succeeding verse, reverberating 
through the vaulted chamber like the voices 
of a male choir in a large cathedral. 

«© & four years’ war, and nearly at an end, 

When I asked permission 
To sell out my commission, 

And homeward my weary steps to wend—} 
There came a long-lost letter, 

That made me wish the better 

That I were loosed and free. 
A little girl, 
A pe fect pearl, 

With her mother longed and waited by the sea. 


































time, ‘you are now at liberty to spend some 
time with us in the further study of your pet 
science. See!’ he said, waving his .band 
grandly around the apartment, ‘these walls 
are admirable geological studies. You will 
find them, upon examination, to be composed 
of the most compact kind of lime stone—im- 
pregnable, impenetrable, and everlasting. Ha ! 
Ha! Oh, you fool.’ Yes, I was slowly but 
surely awaking to the fact that I was more 
| than a fool—I was a perfect idiot to have 
thought for a moment that Pietro was other 
than a confederate of these rascals, and I 
vowed then and there that if I ever met Pietro 
again I should decline to shake hands with 
him. Here was a pretty go. I had walked 
right into the parlor, like the legendary fly did 
when requested by the traditional spider. I 
had walked into the lions’ den as innocently 
as a sucking pig, and was now enrolled among 
the eligible candidates for ransom, or as one 
whose ‘mortal coil’ would otherwise be forci- 
bly and violently shaken off. I shivered as I 
thought of the probable outcome of the whole 
business. Here it is in a nutshell : 
*** Send us £1,000 ransom.’ 

“No? Well, then, back goes an ear, which 
everyone will recognize as that of Herbert 
Avis, on account of its size—enormous. Still 
noransom. Back goes the other ear, and so 
until the mortal remnants of my anatomical 
configuration have reached Naples in dismem- 

bered sections, the whole ghastly melodrama 


‘** When home at length I came, when war was at an 
end, 
I felt eo gay and merry, 
With a heart as light and airy, 
As the sainte to an honest man send. 
I neared the seaside-cottage, 
With scarcely once a stoppage, 
When—horror! What there did I see! 
Beneath the moon 
A heap of ruin, 
The ashes of our cottage by the sea. 


‘© Yes, brave men all, the Turks had passed by there, 

The houses all were riven, 
Then to the flames were given, 

Cospetto! ‘twas more than I could bear. 
I thought of wife and davghter, 
My eyes turned toward the water, 

Ah !—Yes !—A pirate I would be, 
And that ie why 
That you and I 

Are the terror of the © sean Sea.” 


Chorue : 
*** And that is why that he and me 
Are the reigning terror of Napoli.’ 


“Tf [hadn’t been in arather peculiar position 
; myself, I would certainly haveenjoyed that song, 
mustaches nicely trimmed ‘6 in spite of the unmistakable evidences of out- 
smile upon my pleasant face. . lawry throughout its sentiment. There was a 
“Oh, Herbert, don’t!” cried Mabel, putting | yijdness and a weirdness about the whole 
her hands before her eyes, as, imagination pic- scene that fairly fascinated me for the time 
tured this gory arrival. being. The vaulted cavern, with its dimly 
" Yes, Mabel, it was all very fine to con- burning lamps that swung from the ceiling ; 
template this with my mind's eye, and I then the piano, and the handsome figure seated 
and there decided that it would have been thereat; the tall form of the mountain outlaw 
cruel for me to sanction such liberties with my ashe sang with dramatic force, standing at 
person, and that escape I must, somehow or | the head of the table with the swarthy-faced 
other. bandits gathered around, seated or lying upon 
“Thad no wish to saddle a heavy ransom, skins, their dark eyes glistening in the dim, 
which I couldn't pay myself, on my long-suffer- uncertain light—the whole reminded me of a 
ms friend, or ae else.” es a scene from some opera, and it was not until 
Oh, Mr. Avis, don’t speak so!” cried Elsie. | the men were ordered off to bed, or guard duty, 
“Why, we would have paid every shilling we that I became disenchanted. 
possessed to have you back among us,” : é ; = . 3 
‘I know you would, my dear young lady} “Galvani and his men went away on some 
important expedition next morning, and were 
to save you that inconvenience if possible. | backwards and forwards several times without 
| Well, I cudgeled my brains to think of some | anything having been said with regard to my 


being climaxed by the arrival of my head, with 
and a pleasant 


“Did you fall, Herbert?” enquired Mrs. | expedient to bring about my release, but met | proposea ransom. 


Varley, with a puzzled though solicitous ex- 
pression on her countenance. 

“ Yeo, dear aunt, I fell ; that’s what I meant 
to say—and when at length I disentangled my- 


with sorry success, theoretically or otherwise. ** One night when about one half of the band 

‘* Fortune, however, favors the fool, they say, | were away upon a foraging venture, a game of 
and the adage held good in this instance as in| cards was going forward in the ‘Cave df the 
many others, for by one of those unaccountable | Crow,’ Francisco Claro, the lieutenant, was 





self from the debris, I came to the conclusion | flukes that go but to prove the ‘eternal fitness | one of the players, as was also Vito Vallettc, 


that life among the banditti for a spell was in- 
finitely preferable to being pounded to 
death with rocks the size of the Stonehenge 
fellows. I therefore made my way slowly and 
painfully to the far end of the gorge, and did 
as I was requested—whistled three times. 

‘““fhe signal appeared to act as an open 
sesame, for a door disclosed itself in what ap- 
peared to be a solid dead wall a moment be- 
fore, and another of the band appeared. I 
handed him the note, which, after glancing at, 
he retired, presumably to deliver it to him for 
whom it was intended. 

“He was back in a twinkling, and said 
roughly : 

*** Come in and wait.’ 


‘“‘T entered, and the mysterious door closed | #2d the Chimes of Normandy. Sir Arthur 


of things,’ I was, on the gnorning of the third] » jate acquisition of the band, and the most 
day, dismissed with a pat on the back and a sinister-looking of the whole lot. 
stick of candy. ‘* Although not allowed to go into the open 

“The first night I spent with the brigands | gir, I was permitted to wander at will througk- 
they had an impromptu concert, which I was | out the stronghold, and was at that moment 
graciously permitted to listen to, and which | sitting upon a biscuit box at Vito Valletto’s 
was, I must confess, fully appreciated. elbow, watching the game with interest. 

‘** Francisco Claro, the lieutenant, turned out ‘“‘The game had at first been rather quiet, 
to be the pianist, and for an amateur his play-| but now an animated dispute arose, and things 
ing was simply marvelous—the more so that | were beginning to look lively to say the least. 
he really used the music. His whole soul ‘“*Valletto had been losing straight along at 
seemed to fly to his finger tips. Mendelssohn, first, but now suddenly struck a run of un- 












Handel, Beethoven and Mozart came in| usual luck and was in high feather in conse- 
for a share of his attention, inter-| quence. He even chaffed the others, especi- 
spersed with arias and choruses from ally Claro, on their want of skill. 


the Mikade, Iolanthe, Pinafore, La Mascotte, “Claro resented this, as coming from an 


inferior, and hinted at crooked play, whereat 


after me with a dull sickening thud, and I | Sullivan would undoubtedly have felt highly} Valletto sprang to his feet with an oath and 


knew I was in the stronghold of as villainous a 
set of cut-throats as can be found this side of 
Corsica. 

‘*The place was an immense cavern, lighted 
by three sky-lights let into the rocky roof 
above. On one side wasa most English-look 
ing fire-place, with a brick chimney clamped to 
the wall of hewn rock. Oa the wails were 
numerous trophies of the chase, and trophies 
of another occupation, less harmless or within 
the pale of the laws of King Humbert, while 
on the floor were spread many skins of wild 
animals. 

‘In one corner was a writing-desk, set ina 
good light, in the center a long deal table, 
while several chairs and empty boxes were 
scattered around promiscuously. 

‘* What surprised me more than all else was 
the sight of an American piano, beside which 
stood a well filled rack of music—Ye gods! 
These brigands were «x sthetic, not to say recher 
che, in their tastes. They combined the oc- | 
cupation of salting down ransoms and deplet- 
ing the personal exchequers of lone wayfarers, 
with an antidotai indulgence in the ‘art divine.’ 
They would probably amputate some portion of 
my anatomy that I could not conveniently spare | 


| 


flattered to know that his brilliant and spark- 
ling operas were sung by a brigand chieftain 
in his stronghold among the Neapolitan hills, 
and Mr, Gilbert’s bosom would have swelied 
with pride had he heard the improvised verses 
that were added to some of his topical songs, 







grasped his knife. 

***Diavolo,’ he hissed, ‘do you mean to say 
I cheat?’ 

“+I do,’ replied the lieutenant as he coolly 
lighted a cigar without moving from his seat. 
‘It is not the first time, by many, I should 


Here is aspecimen that Francisco Claro tacked fancy, Vito amico.’ 

on to Koko’s well known song, I've Got a Little ‘The other became pale with baffled rage, 
List. He sang it first in excellent English for | whilst Claro continued to taunt him mockingly 
my benefit, then in Italian, and with a voice | and with the utmost nonchalance. 

that was irreproachable : “*The next time,’ continued Claro, ‘ that we | 
sit down toa game, friend Vito, we shall use 
my cards. Among them there are only four 
kings, whilst in this set there are five, one of 
them having been concealed up yoursleeve—you 
believe in both quality and quantity, I see, 
and it is highly commendable in everything 
almost, save cards,’ 

** Valletto had returned his knife to his belt, 
but now, goaded to fury, and without a mo- 
ment’s warning, he whipped out a revolver 
and fired point blank at the smiling lieutenant, 
As things waxed warmer I had risen from my 
seat upon a biscuit box and stood watching 
the combatants with some perturbation. At 
the moment when Valletto fired I instinctively 
shot out my right arm, to which was attached 





** * As some day it may happen 
That a victim must be found, 
I’ve got a little list, 
I've got a little list, 
Of society « ffenders, who might well be ua ierground, 
They never would be missed, 
They never would be missed. 
There's the Duke of Posilipo, 
And the Bishop of Milano, 
And rich old Signor Crispi, at his place ia San Stefano, 
And tbe Oount of Monte Christo, 
On whom the Pope has placed his ban-o, 
Who will j xin usin the middie of the spriagtim: if he can-o, 
And tne Contessa Maldefai, 
Who lives at Adriano, 
I don’t think she’d be mivsed— 
i'm sure ehe’d not be missed.’ 





and then sing Vive le Garibaldi, or A che le 
Morte, as a chorus with pianissimo effects, It 
would certainly be novel in the extreme; and | 
also painful. | 

‘* When I entered perhaps a score of men were 
lying about or sitting in different parte -of 
the cavern, one group in particular being 
busily engaged in an all-absorbing game of 
cards—so interested were they, in fact, that 
they scarcely noticed our entrance, Some were 
casting dice at the table, while others again 
were imbibing generous po'ions of mild Cap 
rian wine out of colored Florence flasks. 

** The brigand lieutenant was one of the card 
players, and as I approached he turned in his | 
seat and regarded me curiously. 

*** So, Signor Englesa, you thought to deceive | 
us.’ (‘Good heavens! the game is up,’ I | 
groaned), ‘But,’ he continued, * Galvani has a | 
sharp eye and a quick ear, and was one too 
many for you this time, He says in this note, 
which is in cypher, ‘**I send you an English 
man. Guard him well till my return,”’ 

**But, my dear sir, I am not an English. 
man, and I only ventured among the Amalfi 
hills in search of fossils, don't you know,’ I 
ventured in mild protest. 

“*Si Signor’ he replied, with the same in- | 
credulous grin that Dominico had favored me 
with on a former occasion, and. which I was 
becoming somewhat accustomed to by this | 


| captain of the band. 


| Pirate, captain,” they cried. 


| in a magnificent bass voice a Grecian ballad of 
| appropriate and almost convinced me that the 


captain was telling them in song the story of 
| his own life, 


| forth in the chorus : 













‘* When the applause had ceased, there was 


a general call for a song from Galvani, the my fist—it was more from being startled than 


aught else—but as luck, or a kind of provi- 
dence, would have it, the same fist came full 
onto the muscular part of Valietto’s sword- 
arm, deflecting the course of his murderous 
bullet, with the result that, instead of having 
now to record a tragedy, there really was 
simply a dull thud, as the conical section of 
cold lead flattened itself against the opposite 
wall. 

‘Everyone was so astonished at Valletto’s 
temerity and Claro’s miraculous escape that 
for the space of five seconds the silence was so 
great that it might have been impaled upon a 
pitchfork. 

‘Claro was the first to recover himself. 
Cool as ever, but with a tightening of the lipe, 
he said sternly : 

“*You would shoot me, would you? You 
attempted to, and are aware of the penalty, 
Seize him, my men, and away with him to the 
Fox's hole, where he can kill time until Gal- 
vani's return,’ 

‘**Valletto made no attempt at resistance, 
but was led quietly away. I noticed, however, 
that his face was pale, possibly caused by a 
lively anticipation of coming punishment. 


They took him through a small door, that led I 
know not where, and where he was confined 
or what was his punishment I never found 
out, nordid I make any attempt to pry into 
their secrets. I had too lively a sense of my 


“*The Greek Pirate! Give us The Greek 

‘““At a nod from Galvani, Francisco Claro 
again turned to the piano and ran his fingers 
carelessly over the keys, Then the chief sang 


the wars, the sentiment of which was most 


*** Now bold men all who at my table ait, 
I promised you a story 
That would in no way bore ye, 
Of the days before an honest life I quit. 
I loved a signorit-, 
Fatima Alpha Meta ; 
A pretty Grecian maid she was, 
With deep blue eyes, 
As cloudless skys, 
A girl that all m'ght love with cause.’ 


“Here the voices of the whole band brok: 


‘* With deep blue eyes, 
As cloudless ekies, 
A girl that all might love with cause.’ 


“** Two years or more we lived in pe: fact peace ; 
At length when long we'd tarried, 
Eventually we married, 

And took a little cottage on the coast. 



























own danger and the uncertainty that enwrap- 
ped my ultimate fate. 

‘*T was now alone with the brigand lieuten- 
ant, but he said never a word, not even glanc- 
ing in my direction where I sat disconsolately 
on an upturned biscuit box, with ay chin rest- 
ing in my hands and my eyes following his 
every movement, 

‘Presently, having finished his cigar, he 
threw the remains into the glowing embers in 
the fire-place and left the cave through the 
door that led into the gorge. 

**Two hours Jater, the remnants of the band 
having again settled themselves at cards, Gal- 
vani and his men returned, and I went to bed 
in no very enviable frame of mind. 

**Next morning a surprise awaited me, for as 
I was about to sit down to my breakfast of 
macaroni and yoat’s milk, Galvani, who was 
present, said, addressing me: 

*** Signor, my lieutenant, Claro, tells me that 
you have been the means of saving his life, and 
asks that you be released as a small token of 
his gratitude. Your cool decision (ye gods!) 
certainly saved him from Valletto’s bullet.’ 

*** Signor Galvani, I thank you, and also 
Signor Claro,’ I replied, bowing, and with just 
a tinge of excitement in my voice. 

***Dominico will guide you to Pietro’s hut,’ 
he continued, ‘where you will find your 
clothes, as you left them; but beware of ever 
again attempting to deceive Galvani. So go, 
and adieu, Signor.’ 

** * Adieu, Signor,’ said Claro, coming forward, 
‘and thank you.’ 

““T made my hasty adieux to everyone in 
sight, and lost no time iu following the stoical 
Dominico down the mountain side to Pietro’s 
hut, where I tumbled into my usual habiliments 
and lit out for Naples, not, however, before 
Dominico, with a laugh, handed me back my 
cigar-case, actually filled with fragrant legiti- 
madados, 

‘* And now here I am back, safe and sound, 
among you. I have read many blood-curdling 
romances of Italian brigands, and often 
thought it would be a grand thing to go and 
visit them, with purely philanthropic inten- 
tions, but I now assure you most emphaticall 
that it will be a cold, cold day in August wit 
snow on the ground before I ever again ven- 
ture into the vicinity of the Amalfi quarry on 
a still hunt for geological specimens.” 


Irrigation 


is of immense importance to 
yov, whoever you are, wher 
ever you are, if you choose to 
profit by it. 

Better than rain; the sun 
and air and soil combine to 
make it better than rain; the 
farmer gets it when and where 
he wants it—this part dry and 
that part wet. 

Irrigation costs as much for 
grain as for fruit; but the 
southern fruits pay best. Skip 
grain and grow fruit; or invest 
in irrigation for oranges lem- 
ons prunes figs grapes al- 
monds ete in Southern Cali- 
fornia. 

A $50 share of our stock 
costs $50 now; it will be 
worth $500, if all goes well, in 
three years—perhaps before 
the first dividend. 

Pamphlet free; and map 
goes with it. 
THE COLORADO RIVER IRRIGATION CO., 

66 Broad Street, New York, and 


CANADA LIFE BUILDING, 
Toronto, 








THE RECOGNIZED STANDARD 
BRANDS 


CIGARS 


MUNGO - - - 6c, 
CABLE - - . - 6c. 
EL PADRE - - Cc. 


AND 


MADRE E H!NJO 10 & 16c. 


The Best Value | 
The Safest Smoke 
The Most Reliable 


THB PUREST OF THE PURE 


NO CHEMICALS 
NO ARTIFICIAL FLAVORING 
THE BEST VALUE 





Tasty People 
come to 


W. LAUDER & CO. 


Successors to J. Eveleigh & Co. 


39 King Street West 


THE LEADING HOUSE FOR 


FINE TRUNKS 
TRAVELLING BAGS 


All Kinds of Traveller's Requisites. 


Poeket Books 
Shopping Bags 
Dog Collars 


Repairing in all Branches 


Telephone 2914. 


SPECIAL NOTICE 


TO 


CONSUMERS 


FOR A LIMITED TIME 





We will, on receipt of 


00 OF OUR TRADE MARKS 


DEIR Y 
CAIPS 


In any form, forward prepaid, one 
of our elegant 


Chromo 
Photographs 


OR 


Art Studies 


D. RITCHIE & CO. 


Montreal, Canada, and London, Eng. 





The DERBY CAPS will be found on all 
our goods—PLUG, CUT PLUG TOBACCO 
and CIGARETTES. 





FROM 60c. TO $1 PER DOZEN 


All other kinds cf Flowers. Freshest and fiaest etook in 
the city. 


Large Stock of Hydrangeas and Other 
Plants 


H, DALE 


238 Yonge Street Tele phone 783 





~—|MARTIN MeMILLAN 


GROCER 


Tel. 641 431 Yonge St. 


I have just received my first consignment of 


licPHERSON’S| MAPLE SYRUP 


for their 
SHOES! 


As we are the only caterers in 
Toronto to the tasty trade. 


McPHERSON’S 


186 YONGE 186 


Mail orders fille), Open Satarday nights. 


From the | est Quebec makers. 


My TEAS and COFFEES are unequaled 
for flavor, with prices to suit all. 


R.M. MELVILLE 


Toronto General Steamship 
Agency 
28 ADELAIDH STREET HAST 


For Steamship Tickets to All Parts 
ot the World at Lowest Rates 





PROF - DAVIDSON 


The weil-knewn Chirepedint 
has retured from his trip. Those 
who are suffering from Corns, 
Bunions and Ingrowing Toe Naii¢ 
will fad bim at his 

Residence: 251 Jarvis Street. 








| 
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Wedding and Other Finery. 


ALLING costumes are worn by 
guests at morning weddings, as 
all day-weddings are called, 
whether they take place at 
twelve o’clock, at one, or at 
half-past three, the hours now 
most fashionable. ‘Lhe bride’s 
mother wears silver-gray ben 

galine, or satin of a pinkish-pearl tint lightly 
vrocaded, the round waist elaborately trimmed 
with lace, the skirt not too full and just touch- 
ing the floor, the whole completed by an ex- 
tremely smal] bonnet of white guipure and 
flowers, with a white net veil and pearl- 
colored gloves. A dcg-collar of several rows. 
of pearls, and a square brooch of emeralds and 
diamonds worn to fasten the belt, were the 
jewels of a rich pear] satin costume. Younger 
matrons of the family, the bride’s sisters and 
cousins, wear the lightest spring toilettes, and 
with their children in white muslin frocks or 
boys in sailor suits, come trooping into church 
just before the stately mother of the bride 
arrives. Gray is again a favorite with these 
elegant young women, but is always associ- 
ated with a gayer color, as a waist and sleeves 
of pink chiffon trimmed with white guipure 
and a ruffled skirt of gray taffeta, or else a 
belted blouse of yellow gauffered gauze with 
skirt of gray dotted silk, the tiny bonnet a 
mere border of white guipure, with pins of 
colored stones, aigrettes, and branching anten- 
ne that nod on their stems. 

A pale blue gauz} waist with revers and 

skirt of light heliotrope surah, or dresses of 
Nile-green or lilac silk, with pink mousseline 
waist nearly covered with ecru lace, are fash- 
ionable contrasts of color, but vivid shades of 
green and violet are being abandoned. Ombra 
surahs aud the rainbow satins form full fronts 
of waists, or else a wide girdle on gowns of 
most delicate colors. China taffetas and silks 
brocaded with tiny dots, Maltese crosses, or 
fleurs-de-lis, may have quite plain skirts, or 
else ruches of ribbon or gauze at the knee, or 
be ruffled to the waist, as the wearer chooses, 
Shot silks and surahs are made, according 
to the new fancy, with three narrow 
ruffles about the hips, the skirt falling full and 
plain below, and the Spanish flounce ; the 
doub'e and triple skirt are seen everywhere, 
and in all light dressy fabrics. Crepons in 
mauve and pale gray are brightened with color, 
and black silk crepons have a deep square yoke 
of white guipure, with strands of jet beads of 
graduated sizes swinging below in a half-circle, 
or festooned from the shoulders in front and 
back. The black toilettes are among the hand- 
somest seen, those of black satin with circular 
flounce trimmed with jet galloon, and others 
of figured grenadine for the skirt and its Span- 
ish flounce, the waist and sleeves of chiffun 
gathered very fulland banded with ecru guipure 
insértions. The latter dress, worn as light 
mourning by one of the most beautiful women 
of the season, a tall brunette with brilliant 
color in lips and cheek, is completed by a small 
bonnet of branching jets, and a short cape, 
scarcely reaching to the elbow, of black satin 
fully gathered and overlaid with a ruffle of 
Caantilly lace. The round hats worn by girls 
and young women at church and at receptions 
make the scene blossom like a flower garden, 
but the hats are not very large; indeed, they 
are scarcely of medium size, the appearance of 
size being given by their trimming of long- 
stemmed flowers posed amid high and broad 
loops of lace or of ribbon. 
* 

Long coats of black satin or of Muscovite 
repped silk with broad full revers and collar- 
ette edged with ecru guipure insertion, are in 
great favor with women of fashion. They are 
cut very full in the back bzlow the waist, and 
have enormous sleeves. Most picturesque 
coats of brocades and plain satin are somewhat 
in Directoire fashion, with ZJncroyable revers, 
or else they slope away to disclose a Louis 
Quatorz3 vest of very rich embroidery on white 
satin. Newer wraps are fichu mantles of gray 
orecru bengaline trimmed with box-pleated 
ruches of velvet of a contrasting color, as violet 
on gray, and green on ecru. For summer use 
are white guipure pelerines that reach just to 
the elbow, maie of a flat yoke of the lace over 
yellow, green or pink surah lining, anda full 
deep flounce of lace below caught up on each 
shoulder by a satin ribbon chou. A ruche of 
lace surrounds the neck. A youthful and 
pretty model for India silk dresses is shown in 
pale pink with dashes of black. The round 
waist, hooked in the back, is shirred in five or 
six rows above acord at the waist-line. The 
fulness of this waist is then gathered to a deep 
square yoke reaching low down on the arm- 
holes, made of three crosswise rows of black 
velvet ribbon an inch wide alternating with in- 
sertions of Chantilly lace a trifla wider. This 
yoke rests on the pink silk fitted lining, and 
has a high collar band of velvet. The sleeves 
have a full short puff of silk reaching only half- 
way to the elbow, and the remainder below, 
close fitting and transparent, is made of six 
rows of the velvet ribbon and insertion. The 
skirt, escaping the ground, has a foundation of 
pink taffeta silk with foot flounce and baley- 
euse, but no stiffening. The top is covered to 
the knee with three breadths of the India silk, 
cloye-fitting in bell shape, and below is a 
fl»ance of six breadths shirred three times at 
the top to divide it into two puffs, each four 
inches wide, To border this pretty flounce are 
two rows of the black velvet ribbon with inser- 
tion between. 





* 

Have you seen the Looking Backward bon- 
net? I caught a glimpse of one in Stitt’s show- 
rooms one day this week ; such a pretty and 
fetching combination of black and yellow. 
The bonnet, or hat, is of tulle or lisse overa 
wire shape, and the yellow cowslip wreath 
under the brim begins over each ear and runs 
across the back and down a wired velvet on 
each side of the chignon, forming a horseshoe 
of bloom which seems made to encircle a bon- 
nie baby face. This being on the back of the 
bonnet has suggested its name. 

oe 

Among the new and pretty things in the 
shops are Dalmatian belts, which are really 
only half balte,as they only cross the back, 
made of imitation silver or gilt in open scroll 
design, and sewed on a belt ribbon of satin 
that is tied in front with long hanging ends, 


These are to be worn with any round waist, 
and will be particularly effective with summer 
gowns of organdy or batiste, or with thin 
Fichus 
in Marie Antoinette style crossing in front on 
the chest and meeting at the waist-line in the 
back are made of Liberty’s thin silks of pale 
blue or pink, and edged with. two rufflss of 
white point applique lace, or of the butter- 
These can be used to fur- 
bish up an untrimmed dress waist, or one 
White 
parasols promise to be most used with elaborate 


black dresses of crepon or grenadine. 


colored Mechlin. 
partly worn left over ‘from last year. 
toilettes when warm weather makes them 


useful, 


that may have a Dresden handle or one inlaid 
with silver. Green net veils are comm 2nded 


in the shops, but as yet are not more generally 


adopted than were the violet veils of last sea- 
son. LA Mopr. 
camensnnareamettpliemtmneianmnnians 


Individualities. 





Emily Lawless, a brilliant Irish novelist 


whose Grania has received very high praise, is 


extremely ill, and is not likely to ever write 
again. 


Oae of Charlotte Bronte’s most intimate 


friends, Miss Mary Taylor—the Rose Yorke of 


Shirley and the M, of Mrs. Gaskell’s Life—has 
just died at the age of seventy-six. 


Tae Eaglish Horticultural College reports 
that several applications have been received 
for women head gardeners, and one for a 
woman to take entire charge of conservatories 
and greenhouses. 


There is to be a series of addresses delivered 
at the World’s Fair on the influence of 
women in the various professions, Miss Julia 
Marlowe has b2en selected to deliver the ad- 
dress on Woman’s Influance on the Stage. 


Ex President Harrison has accepted a pro- 
fessorship in the Leland Stanford University 
of California. He will deliver a series of lec- 
tures on Constitutional law, commencing in 
Ostober next. He has had the matter uader 
consideration for some time. 


A woman graphologist of New York, who 
claims to average forty dollars a week, says 
that nine-tenths of her correspondents are 
men. This art, if such it may be called, is of 
French origin, and the perfected system has 
been ascribed to Desbarroles, the author of the 
well known work on palmistry. 


Roland Reed and a friend, out for a stroll, 
passed through a graveyard, and the comedian 
read on a tombstone: ‘“ Here lies a lawyer 
and an honest man.” Turning to his friend, 
Roland innocently wondered why they had 
buried those two fellows in the same grave. 


Paderewski announces that he admires 
American institutions, If some of the young 
ladies who rave so wildly over him could see 
him at the Windsor Hotel in his shirt sleeves, 
with acigar in his mouth, playing a game of 
billiards in the company of his friends, their 
imaginative fancy would receive a shock. 


Two young ladies, Miss Marian Murdock and 
Miss Buck, at present attending the Oxford 
Theological Semioary in England, have been 
asked to come to Unity church, Cleveland, 
Ohio, and take entire charge of the church 
work there. ,The ladies have b2en school- 
teachers in this country, and they say they will 
not be separated in their church work, 


Mascagni, the Italian composer, who has 
been lionized by Berlin society, was invited to 
the most exc'usive homes in the city, and was 
presented to the Emperor and Empress, 
His Imperial Majesty conferred upon him the 
Order of the Crown, third class. A more 
doubtful honor was that of receiving over a 
thousand requests for his autograph, all gra- 
ciously complied with. 

The Before Breakfast Club of Georgia was 
organized last August and has for its object 
the recognition of the rights of farmers’ wives. 
Each farmer subscribing to the club pledges 
himself to set apart a certain portion of his 
farm, the product of which becomes a private 
purse for the wife. This sort of a club would 
give enfranchisement to a large number of 
wives who are suffering from financial bond- 
age. 

Athens, Georgia, is the fortunate possessor 
of a Ladies’ Garden Club, which, although 
organized less than a year ago, has already 
held two large exhibitions, Its membership, 
including both the society leaders of the city 
and the wives of the working men, is large 
and enthusiastic. During the November ex- 
hib'tions the railroads offered rates and the 
merchants made special bargains and attrac- 
tions. This club will do good, 

It is a long while since New York society has 
been pluncked fuller and fairer in the organs of 
vision than it was on April 18 by the Honorab!e 
Rupert Cacil Craven, when he appeared as best 
man in a pink shirt at a morning wedding at 
Grace church. Wh*x the groom is an earl and 
the bride a sweet sixteen, only a best man who 
is a complete mas‘er of his business can hope 
to figure as the radiant center of the occasion, 
Such a best man the Hon. Rupert demonstrated 
himself to be, 

Word comes via Loulsville, Kentucky, that 
Mrs. Mary Anderson Navarro is writing an 
autobiography of her stage life, and wants 
recollections of. her early debuts and dramatic 
experiences from friends who remembar them, 
The simplest and most effectual way for Mrs. 
Navarro to get a complete set of material for 
an autobiography would ba to induce the dram- 
atic editor of the Tribune to publish his remi- 
niscences. If that method is followed it is 
possible that an approach to justice may be 
done to the subject, which cannot be hoped for 
if so modest an artist as Mrs. Navarro relies on 
what she can remember herself. 


After a severe illness of several months, 
Lucy Larcon passed away on Monday, April 
17. The charm and grace of her writings have 
made her name a household word all over the 
land. Lucy Larcom was born in Beverly, 
Massachusetts, in 1826. For her own pleasure 
she began to write stories and poems at the 
early age of seven. Her collections of poems 


and stories all breathe a sweetness that is 
characteristic of the woman who wrote them. 
All the famous writera of New England have 
been counted as her friends, Mra, Harriet 
Prescott Spofford, Celia Toaxter, and Louise 
Chandler Moulton among the women, 






They are made of gauffered chiffon 
over silk, finished with a flounce of the same, 
and are mounted on white enameled sticks 
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S. W. Cor. Yonge and Queen 


BUILDING 
SALE 


EW things are moving off 


with a greater rush than 
parasols. Cabled a large renewal 
order to-day, so you may judge 
Must have them even though 
we're on the eve of tearing down 


the premises. 
Parasols, shot silks, fancy frills and plain goods, hand. 
some handles, all marked at Building Sale reduc- 
tions. You never bought parasols so cheap before. 


WANT A NEW BONNET ? 


The old one cannot be made to 


do service any longer. There's a finish and style about 
the milliaery of this house that commends it to the best 
shoppers. Everything fi sured on a Building Sale basis. 


New spring mantles, great variety of stylish capes, 
oes at 3175 
Boye’ clothing : tweed suit, two pieces, $1.40. 
All-wool carpets 65 :., best made for 850. 
English linoleum 30>. ¢q 1are yard. 
Best fi e-frame Bruseels carpets $1. 
Big cut in lace curtains. 
French wove curtains 603., were 85c. 
New openings in ladies blouses. 
Ladies’ lace trim med chemises 15>. 
Ladies’ print wrappers $1. 
Handsome tea gowns $2. 
Those who know say the Domestic paper patterns are 
the beet Sole agents. 


R. SIMPSON 


8. W. cor. Yonge and Queen Entrance Yonge Street. 
Streets, Toronto. Entrance Queen Street. 


Store Nos. 174, 176, 178 Yonge Street, and 1 and 8 Queen 





Street West. 


BARBOU R’S 
Linen 


Threads 


UNEQUALLED FOR 
ALL PURPOSES 










LESSIVE : 
PHENIX 





SHE CATCHES ON. 

Every woman who once uses “ Lessive 
Phenix” realizes that nothing she has ever 
tried before will do so much work for so 
little money Sold by Grocers and Druggists 


everywhere. 


REMOVAL «= «= 
ELDRIDGE STANTON 
Has removed b « Photographic Studio to 


11 King Street West 


Dry Kindling Wood 


Delivered any address, 6 crates $1.00; 13 crates $2 00. 
A orate holds as much as a barrel. 


HARVIE & CO, 20 Sheppard Street 
Telephone 1570 or send Post Card. 


THE MERCHANTS’ RESTAURANT 


6 and 8 Jordan Street 
This well-known restaurant, having been recently en. 
larged and refitted, offers great inducements to the public. 
The Dining-room is commodious and the Bill of Fare care- 





fully ar and choice, while the WINES and LIQUORS 
are of the Quality, and the ALES cannot be su 5 
Telephone 1090. HENRY MORGAN, Proprietor. 
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VA TELEPHONE 1280 


Misses E.& H.Johnston 


MODES 
122 KING STREET WEST, TORONTO 


OPPOSITE ROSSIN HOUSE 





Shin ttivitl Pre yy se 


PES S| TN RQ ALLED ” 


and Bonnets IS THE VERDIOT 


The Dressmaking Department under my own supervision. or 


MISS M. A. ARMSTRONG All Those Who Have Used the 


__ tng st.wet toronto |S "TTA N DARD 
Miss HOLLAND) DRESS BONES 


The steel is extra quality, non-corrosive, 
112 YONGE STREE a metal tipped, securely stitched and fastened 
(2 Doura South of Adelaide Street.) 


in a covering of superior sateen. Can be 
eee relied on not to stain, cut through at the 
On and after MONDAY, MARCH 20, | °"* & Pecome detached. 
I will be prepared to show a 
Choice and Well Selected Stock 


Ask for Them 
They are the Best 
of MILLINERY, to which all 
ladies are cordially invited. 


Mrs. THORNHILL 


All the Leading Retail Dry Goods Merchants 
EARLY SPRING BONNETS 


Throughout the Dominion 
J. TRANCLE ARMAND & CO. 
The Newest Turbans and Walking 
Hats, Evening Bonnets, Veils, Laces 


Coiffeurs des Dames et Parfumeurs 
and Nets. 


441 Yonge Street, cor. Cariton. Telephone 2498 
: Al’ honneur de re- 
374} Yonge Street 
TORONTO 


Miss Paynter 


des Coiffures, sux 
Ie now prepared to off sr her friends and patrons the 


Dames; qi ont U’ habi- 
LATEST NOVELTIES 


MILLINERY AND DRESSMAKING 


Having leased the premises recently occupied by the 
late MISS MORRISON, I have opened the same with an 
entirely new stock, comprising all the latett designs in 








tude hugienique et bien 
elevee (Ba ceux qui ne 
I’ ont pas), pour se fair 
soigner leur cheveux 
= la coupure, bru- 
ure, champooing et 
ooiffare. La Coiffure 
d’ une dame et!’ essen- 
tiel, elle donne la dou- 
ceure et del’ expression 
a la physionomie. La 
tenue des cheveux 
d@’ une dame, et le 
miroir de son ame 
(comme dit le Poete). 


La clientele est assure 
d@’ avance d’ une atten- 
tion la plus prompte 
et leur cheveux soigne 
et coiffe artistique et 
superieurement que 
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dans n’ importe q1°lle maison. 
Specialite de Postiches de tout Genre 

Chevevx frar ciis de premiere choix. 

Des Fauzx-fronts les plus leger et artistique, se recom- 
mande aux Dames qui ont du trouble a iair tenir leur 
cheveux en frisure. rand choix des nattes sans monture, 
les cheveux sont tous la mame longeure. 

Toupees, et Perruques pour Dames et homme fait sur- 


Artistic and Fashion Millinery 


At her Millinery and Dressmaking Parlors 


3 KING STREET EAST 


, mesure. 
(Over Ellis’ Jewelry) Parfumerie frangcaise des maisons Lubin, Gelle frere, 
etc. Articles de Toilettes de tout genre. mre: 


441 Yonge Street 441, Tor nte, 
Telephone 2498 


PEMBER’S HAIR STORE 


127 Yonge Street 
(4 Doors south of Arcade) 

Ladies, our stock in Hair 
Goods are complete in Bangs, 
Waves, Wigs and Switches. We 
manufacture our goods from only 
firet quality cut hair, 


The latest designe in 


Ont., Canada 





MISS PATON 


Is now prepared to offsr her friends and patrone artistic, 
fashionable Parisian Dinner and Evening Dresses at her 
Fashionable Dressmakiog Parlors at 


R. WALKER & SONS, 
33 to 43 King Street Esat. 


|! ARTISTIC : DRESSIMAKING 
MRS. J. P. KELLOGG, 636 Church St. 


Ladies’ Evening Gowns and Empire Effects 
© specialty HAIR ORNAMENTS 
High olass costuming after French and American (Just imported) 


are large and varied. 


Our Ladies’ Hair - dressing 
Rooms are complete in every 
particular, and ladies desiring 
their hair treated will receive 
the attention of skilful artiste, at 


PEMBER’S 


Tel. 22735 127 Wonge St, 


HAIR GOODS 


LADIES AND GENTLEMEN REQUIRING 


WIGS, TOUPEES, BANGS 


measurements. 


Mss MILLS, Dressmaking Parlors, 
Dominion Bank Buildings, 
Corner College Street and Spadina Avenue, Toronto. 


ASK YOUR GROCE@ FOR THE 


“MONSOON” TEAS 


ladian and Ceylens 
The most delicious Teas on the market. 


STEEL, HAYTER & CO. 


1892 MODEL 





ete ee 





REMINGTON WAVES, SWITCHES, &c. 
. TYPEWRITER | [200i invest car stock. The very lntews styles in stock 


Ladies’ Hair Dressing Parlors always open. 
clase artiste employed. 
Hair ornaments of all kinds. Prices low. 


AT 
DORENWEND’S 
103 & 105 Yonge Street, Toronto 
Send for illustrated catalogues. 


Only firet- 


Machines Rented. Operators Supplied 


GEO. BENGOUGH 
10-12 Adelaide Street East, Toronto 


PE jensen 






































































































































TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 
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Social and Personal. 
Colonel and Mrs. R. B, Hamilton celebrated 


their crystal wedding on Saturday evening of 


last week. This interesting anniversary is one 
of the prettiest of the different celebrations 
which occur at intervals in the life of every 


married couple and marks the completion of 


fifteen years of wedded life. The many friends 
of the Colonel and Mrs. Hamilton testified 


day morning last. 


their esteem by numerous and beautiful gifts | pair. “ 


of cut glass and every dainty device in crystal, 
and the hospitable home at 22 Earl street was 
filled with a merry assembly of young people, 


Mr. William Muldrew of Huron street was 
presented with a handsomely engrfived gold- 
headed cane on the seventy-third anniversary 


who spent a delightful evening there, A) ii iithday. 


noticeable guest was Mrs. Gibbs of Oshawa, who 
is visiting Mrs. Henry Thompson of Madison 
avenue. This charming visitor was beautifully 
gowned in heliotrope and white brocade, and 
looked very handsome. Mrs. Harry Pellatt 
was in a lovely pale pink silk, Among the 
young folks present I remarked: Miss Wedd, 
sweetly coiffee, and dressed in pale blue and 
black ; Miss Steen and her sister, Miss Chrissie, 
bright and piquante, in black with gold colored 
ribbons, and pale green respectively ; Miss 
McVittie, in a delicate pink frock ; Miss Ark- 


Robinson, in a pretty yellow satin bedice and 
light skirt, arid many other dames and damsels 
daintily gowned and full of every good wish 
for their host and hostess. 


The Victoria Dramatic Club gave a delight- 
ful evening of dramatic and concert entertain- 


ments followed by a dance, on Friday evening 


of last week in St. George’s Hall. The drama 
was admirably put on the boards, and was 
much appreciated by those present. Mr. 
Harry Strickland’s makeup was simply 
immense, and he and Mr. Norrie acted excel- 
lently. Mr. McCord also did credit to his club, 
but perhaps needed a little perfecting in his 
lines. Miss Preston and Miss Vivian were 
graceful and chic in appearance and action. 
The concert was very pleasing. Mrs. Birchall 
looked weil in a simple and elegantly fitting 
white frock, and sang in her usual sweet and 
charming manner. Those dear little maids 
from scifool — Misses Connie and Edith 
Jarvis and Edith Heward—were loudly en- 
cored. Miss Jardine-Thomson was prevented 
by illness from singing. The gentlemen who 
took part were: Messrs. Wilson, Watkins, 
Steward, Fairweather, and Carlisle. Mr, 
Carlisle's personation of a soprano soloist 
brought down the house. After the concert, 
the hal! was quickly cleared for a dance, to the 
piano playing of Mrs. Earsman, who is most 
delightful in time and most tasteful in choice 
of music. Among the dancers I remarked : 
Miss Marie MacDonald, in a pretty pink gown; 
Miss Yda Milligan, in white ; Miss Kelly, in 
pale pink and white Irish lace ; Mrs. Hardwell, 
in white ; Mrs. J. F. Pringle, in black and pink ; 
Miss Gordon, in pale green ; Miss Featherston 
haugh, in black and gold. 
* 


An enthusiastic audience greeted Miss Jessie 
Alexander in the Pavilion on Friday evening 
of last week, Miss Alexander shows no signs 
of ill effects from her serious illness, but is as 
bright and winsome as of old, and while in her 
lighter and playful selections she was charm- 
ing, many were glad to hear how dramatic 
and intense she could show herself in her 
selection from Maurice Thompson’s Claudius 
and Cynthia, in which she held her audience 


breathless. Miss Alexander was gracefully | 


robed in a soft, clinging pink gown, of classic 

contour, and was during the evening the reci- 

pient of a lovely floral offering. 
° 


The fine concert given by the Damrosch Orches- 
traand the Vocal Society on Thursday evening 
of last week brought together a very chic audi- 
ence. Everyone was more than charmed with 
the singing and the playing, and the Vocal 
Society may take credit for a most successful 
and high class concert. Among the audience 
were: Mrs. Kirkpatrick, in shell pink and cream 
lace ; Miss Kirkpatrick, in dove gray ; Mra. J. 
K. Kerr, in black : Mrs. S. Nordheimer, in deli- 
cate pale green ; Mrs, Piummer, in light silk 
and dark velvet ; Mrs, Hebden, in bright fawn 
with dainty buttercup chiffon ruffles; Miss 


Gooderham of Waveney, in bright cerise, with 
ponchinello frill en berthe; Mrr. Fieming, 
in pale blue and white lace; Mrs. Edward 
Cox, in black, with a smart little bow of scar- 
let in her hair; Mrs, Fraser Macdonald, in 
white silk; Mrs. Arthur Croil, in a becoming 
white frock; Mrs, J. D. Hay, in pink; Miss 
Hendrie, in eau de Nile; Mrs, Sweetnam, ina 
pretty light gown; Misses Dora and Madge 
Gooderhan, in pretty pale blue and white 
frocks; Mrs. Brush, in golden yellow; Mrs. J. 


B. Hall, in viewx rosa, with steel passementerie. 
Others present were: Sir Casimir and Lady 
Gzowski, Mr. and Miss Wilkie, Messrs, Laurie, 


S. and A. Nordheimer, J. K. Kerr, Mre. Charles 
O'Reilly, Mrs, George Dickson and party, Mrs, 
Becher, Mr. and Mrs, Oliver Macklem, Miss 
Macklem, Mr. and Mrs, Elzas and Mr. Benja- 
min, Mrs. Henry bourlier, Mr., Mra. and Miss 
Hirschfelder, Mrs. and Miss Smith, Mrs. George 
Macdonald and Mrs, Crane, Mr. and Mrs, Irv- 
ing, the Misses MacMurchy, and many other 
well known people in the social and musical 


circles of Toronto. The Vocal Society numbers 
some very pretty ladies among its fair mem- 
ara, and they looked unusually bright and 
bonnie the evening of their last concert. 

7 


Mr. W. H. Beatty has returned from a pleas- 
ant holiday in Washiogton and other Ameri- 


can cities, 
. 


The Comus Club, who rejoice in having won 
every match of the past season in which they 
have engaged, defeated the Toronto Rowing 
C.ub at pedroon Saturday evening ata card 
party held in the club rooms of the Rowing | 
Club, The return match will be played this 
evening at the Comus Club roome, Yonge street 
Arcade. 


The Lady members of the Woman's Advisory 
Council of the World's Fair, appoiated here, 
leave for Chicago by C. P. R. special car the 
latter part of next week, The Woman's con 
vention opens on Monday, May 15. 

* 


Mr. J, Fraser Macdonald has returned from 


Mrs. F. B. Allan and family of Markham 
street are visiting Mrs. James Allan of Perth. 


To-night the 48th Highlanders’ band will 
play Mrs. Gerald Donaldson's composition, 
Village Beauty waltz, at the Victoria Rink 


band concert, 2 


H. Corby, M.P., of Belleville, was in the city 


this week. 


Mr. S. Wesley of the Barrie Advance was in 
sey in vieux rose satin and brocade; Miss | town last Tuesday. 


Miss Crawford of Barrie is visiting friends 


j in the city. 


The Gwynne Literary Society held their 
quarterly meeting on Friday evening of last 
week at the residence of Mr. A. A. Craig, 
Collier street. I noticed present: Rev. W. J. 
Maxwell, Mr. W. W. Mills, Messrs, Connley 
and Bevis of Victoria College, and Misses Mills, 
Bronnell, Wilson and Coulter. Mr. James 
Wood occupied the chair during the evening. 
A very choice programme was rendered by the 
members, consisting of papers and readings ; 
also Misses Coulter, Mills and Barton con- 
tributed selections, instrumental and vocal, 
which were greatly appreciated, The reading 
by Miss Whitesides greatly delighted the audi- 
ence, A very well argued debate also formed 
part of the programme, which added to the 
the subject b2ing: 
** Resolved, that the hope of reward has more 
influence on the human conduct than the 
fear of punishment,” which was supported by 
Messrs. Reesor and Hurlbert, while Messre. A. 
Abernethy and S. A, Paterson replied. The 
affirmative, however, successfully presented 
the question. Mrs. Maxwell, Mrs. Bronnell 


evening’s enjoyment, 


and Mrs. Anderson acted as judges 


Mr. and Mrs. John S. Boyd of Tacoma 
avenue sail for England on the steamship 
Sardinian of the Allan Line, on Saturday, to 


be gone two months. 


urday. : 


turned from a visit to Chicago. 
* 


of the Toronto College of Music. 





’ ” 


“pedigree” and ‘good points 


with the realization of his own hopeless in 


Mrs. Gerald Donaldson sings at Hespeler on 
May 24. 


Thompson and Miss Nettie Williams will take 
place about the middle of June. 


7 
Professor and Mr: Keys of Avenue road 
gave a most delightfal progressive euchre 


Miss Florence Keys, who has recently returned 
from Bryn Mawr: College, Philade!phia. 
Among those present were: Mr. and Mrs, 
Jones, Dr. Needler, Mr. and Mra. Mc 
Laughlin, Mr. Square, Mr. McLeilon, Mr. and 
Mrs. Smoke, Mr. and the Misses Burns, Mr. 
and Miss Kennedy, Dr. and Mrs. Grey, Mr. J. 
Martin, Mr. Chisholm, Dr. Milner, Mr. and 
Miss Milner, Miss Reesor, Mr. and Mrs, Stin- 
son, Mr, and Mrs. Cameron, Dr. McCallum, 
Mr. and Mrs, Fraser, Mr. and Mre. Shaw, and 
Mr. Jeffrey. 


Oa Monday evening Dr, Ryerson, M.P.P., 
gave a dinner at the Toronto Clubin honor of 
Hon. J. C. Pattison, Minister of Militia and 
President of the Conservative Union of Oata 
rio. ‘hose invited to meet the hon. gentleman 
were: Hon, Frank Smith, Dr. Montagae, M.P., 
G. R, R. Cockburn, M.P., E. Coatsworth, M.P., 
W. F. Msclean, M.P., Col. F. C. Denison, 
C.M.G., M.P., W. R. Meredith, M.P.P., E F. 
Clarke, M.P.P., G. W. Monk, MP.P., Mr. 





a visit to Scotland. 


The marriage of Mr. William C. Bell, only 


son of the late William Houghton Bell, and | Marter, M.P.P, Dr. Creighton, R. Armstrong, 


Miss Lillian Warne took place early on Satur. 


Clancey, M.P.P., Wm. McCleary, M.P.P., J. P. 
Whitney, M.P.P., D-. Preston, M.P.P., A. F. 
Wood, M.P.P., Dr. Willoughby, M P.P., G. F, 


W. D. MePaerson, J. A. Worrell, Q.C., C. H. 


Owing to illness in Mr. 
Bell’s family the wedding was a quiet affair, 
none but the immediate family being present. 
The happy couple received a great many dainty 
gifts, among them being a magnificent silver 
service from Messrs, C. M. Taylor & Co., where 
Mr. Bell has been employed on the staff'of 
travelers for a number of years, and from his 
fellow-employees a handsome secretary, testi- 
fying their high esteem for the newly wedded 


Mrs. Robertson of Summerhill avenue sails 
for England on the steamship Sardinian on Sat- 


Mr. and Mrs. Rabert Gooderham have re- 


The Children’s Flower Cantata, under the 
direction of Mr. Webster, will take place on 
May 15in Broadway Hall, under the auspices 


A halo of interest accompanies the annual 
gathering of *‘ man’s best friend” at the Granite 
Rink on Friday and Saturday next, under the 
auspices of’ the Toronto Kennel Club. The 
opening ceremonies will be performed by His 
Honor the Lieutenant-Governor and Col, Sir 
Casimir S. Gzowski, K. C, M.G., A. D.C., to the 
Queen, patrons of the club. The affair pro- 
mises to be one of the most fashionable events 
of the season, and it is confidently expected, 
as in American cities, that the elite of the city 
willlend its patronage. The majority of the 
canines present will form the Canadian exhibit 
at the World’s Fair, Chicago, in Jane, The 
Dog Show has the honor of opening the live 
stock department of the World’s Columbian 
Exposition. At the Toronto show, in addition 
to the premiums offered in the various classes, 
special prizes will be awarded to the lady 
showing the best dog and to the owner of the 
three best trick or performing dogs. The fair 
sex in Canada lack the courage to bench their 
canine companione. At the Westminster 
Kennel Cinb Show, New York city, hundreds 
of lady « aibitors manifest as keen interest in 
their doggy pets as do the gentlemen. Groups 
of lovely women cluster together and discuss 
with an ease 
and fluency that send the most experienced old 
dog man off to some corner, utterly crushed 


feriority. Canaries and parrots are relegated 
to the past ; itis the reign of great Dane and 
mastiff. Rosy lips that once chirped sweetly to 
feathered pets now chorus the well known cry, 
‘*‘Mamma, won't you buy mea bow-wow- wow?” 


I am told that the marriage of Mr. Bert 


party on Friday evening, April 28, in honor of 











ceremony. The bride wore a gown of heavy 
and myrtle, and a tulle vei). The bridesmaids, 


Maud Proctor and Miss Olive Walker. The 
maid of honor was Miss Addie Shaw, sister of 
the bride. They wore most becoming dresses 
of yellow and white crepe and picture hats of 
crepe to match, The best man was Mr. Trevor 
J. Horrocks, brother of the bridegroom. Mr, 
W. Moore of Dandas and Master Charlie Band 
escorted the bridesmaide. The duty of ushers 
was performed by Messrs, M. E. Lake, Frank 
Maclean, W. H. Bunting, Charles Catto, W. 
Douglas, G. W. Grote, George Boulter and Ws 
B. Taylor. About four score guests attended 
the reception and dejeuner at the residence of 
Mr. and Mrs, C. W. Band, 256 Wellesley street, 
which was charmingly decorated with flowers 
and ferns, 
and music sweetly discoursed by an orchestra, 
Daring the evening a large number of hand- 
some gifts were admired by the guests, among 
which were a handsome bronz: clock from the 
employees of the Gas company, aset of Balleek 
china, several water-color paintings, silver 
dishes, vases and souvenir spoons, a handsome 
dinner service, an elegant luminousclock,a desk, 
some very dainty embroidery and a silver fili- 
gree necklace. Mr, and Mrs. Horrocks left for 
Chicago at 11 o'clock p.m. Oa their return 
they will reside at 570 Sherbourne street. The 
invited guests were: Mr. A. E. Matthews, Mr. 
and Miss Morton, Rev. G. M. Milligan, Mr. and 
Mrs. T, Murray, Mr. Frank Maclean, Mr. W. 
Moore, Dundas; Mr, and Mrs, A. McMahon, 
Kingston ; Mrs, Della McPherson, Buffalo ; Mr. 
and Mrs, James A, Proctor, Miss M. Proctor, 
Messrs, Bert and Ernest Proctor, Mr. G. Parker, 
Mr. W. K, Pattison, Chicago; Mr. and Mre, J, 
Rostron, Stockport, Eng.; Mr. and Mrs. Rob- 
ertson, Buffalo, N.Y.; Mr. and Mrs. C, 
Riordan, Miss Riordan, Mre, Ramsay, Mr., Mrs. 


and Miss Ross, Mr., Mrs. and Miss Reid, Mrs. T. 
Shaw, Messrs. Alex and Ernest Shaw, Miss 
Addie Shaw, Miss Shaw, St. Catharines ; Mr. 
and Mre. George Shaw, Victoria, B.C. ; Mr. and 
Mrs. Thomas Shaw, Cleveland, Ohio; Mr, 
Walter Shaw, Chicayo; Mr. Albert Shaw, 
Victoria, B.C,; Miss Sevey, Canton, Mass. ; 
Mr. W. B. Taylor, Mr., Mrs, and Miss Towner, 
Mr, and Mrs, H. R. Walker, Mr. W. H. Wor- 
den, Dr. Wakefield, Mr. H. C. Woodruff, St. 
Catharines; Mr. and Mrs, T. G. Anderson, Mr. 
and Mrs. G, H. Baird, Mr. G. Boulter, Dr. and 
Mrs. Burritt, Miss Burritt, Mr. and Mrs. C. W. 
Bunting, Miss Bunting and Mr. W. Bunting, 
Mr. M. Briggs, Mr. J. R. Band, Mr. and Mrs. 
C. W. Band, Mr. and Mrs, Fred W. Bur- 
ritt, Denver, Col.; Mr. and Mrs. Carruthers, 
Mr, and Mrs. J. Catto, Miss Catto, and Mr. C, 
Catto, Mr. H. Collier, St. Catharines, Ont. ; 
Mr. and Mrs. Croft, Miss Julia Cleveland, 
Erie, Pa. ; Mr, Frank Coleman, Mr. G. Downes, 
Mr. W. J. Douglas, Mr. and Mrs. G. E. Ellis 
Mr, James E. Ellis, Mr, Norman Ellis, Mr. and 
Mrs. Frank Ellis, Mrs. Wm. and Miss Ellie, 
Mr. F, Edwards, Winnipeg ; Mr, G. W, Grote, 
Miss A, Gilbert, Dr. and Mrs. C. H. Hastings, 
Mr. and Mrs. C. S. E. Horrocks, Mr. J. B. 
Henderson, Parie,{Ont. ; Mr. and Mrs, Wm. 
Jones, Stockport, Eng.; Mr. and Mrs. A, 
Johnston, New York; Mr. J. N. King, St. 
Catharines ; Mr. E. M. Lake, Rev. Dr. and 
Mrs. Langtry, Mr. and Mrs. P. Whitmore, 
Niagara; Mr. and Mrs. Woodruff, Niagara 
Falls ; Mr. and Mrs, J. H. Walker, Miss Olive 
Walker. 


Ritchie, Q.C., C. E. Ryerson, John Small, R. 
Birmingham and L, P. Kribe. 
* 







































































































Miss Amy Ince has accepted a theatrical en- 
gagement in the States. 


Mr. and Mrs. Henry Thompson of Madison 
avenue intend celebrating their crystal wed- 
ding this month, 


Miss Lottie Wood is visiting in Owen Sound, 
* 


Miss Knowlson of Lindsay isin town, visit- 
ing Mrs. Spotten of Huron street, 


* 

Miss Dumble of Cobourg has been visiting her 
sister, Mre. Lonsdale Capreol. Mrs. Capreol 
has been receiving visitors on Fridays for the 
past fortnight. She wore an elegant reception 
gown of pale blue crepon, trimmed with sable 
tails, and enormous tulle sleeves and neck 
garniture. This novel, stylish costume was 
much admired by her numerous visitors, 

* 


Mrs, D'Eynecourt Strickland received last 
week, Euclid avenue was blocked with carriages, 
and large numbers of stylish people paid their 


devoirs to the bonnie bride. 
. 


One of the most lovely brides ever seen in 
Toronto was Miss Bertha Grantham, who was 
married in St. Simon’s church last Tuesday 
afternoon at three o’clock to Mr. William E. 
Thompson, the rector of St. Simon’s, the Rev. 
T.C. Street Macklem, performing the ceremony. 
Miss Grantham wore a bridal gown of rich 
white satin made simply in a long-trained 
skirt, and bodice bordered with orange flowers 
and myrtle, 4 tulle veil, anda wreath of orange 
blossoms and myrtle. She was attended by 
two petite maids of honor, little Misses 
Grantham and Thompson, who wore very 
pretty Mother Hubbard frocks of white silk 
and grannie hats of shirred muslin. The 
bridesmaids were Miss Fanny Shanklin and 
Miss Amy Laing, who were dressed in white 
Bedford cord costumes, with very becoming 
white picture hats trimmed with lace and pink 
roses. They carried enormous bouquets of 
lovely pink roses. Mr. Arthur Grantham, 
brother of the bride, was best man, and 
the bridal group was completed by Messrs. 
W. Burritt and W. Thompson, who also 
acted as bride’s ushers. After the cere- 
mony the guests and wedding party ad- 
journed to the residence of the bride’s parents, 
Church street, where the dejeuner was served 
and warm congratulations and good wishes 
showered on the happy bridegroom and his 
charming bride. Among the guests were 
Mr. and-Mrs. Gibbs of Oshawa. Mrs. Gibbs 
wore a very chic gown of delicate silvery 
heliotrope, with small heliotrope bonnet ; Mrs. 
Henry Thompson was becomingly gowned in a 
rich silk with a garniture of mauve and cream, 
and a dainty cream and black bonnet; Mrs. 
Beau Jarvis wore black and heliotrope and a 
large hat ; Mrs. Cecil Lee was prettily gowned 
in rainbow striped silk, with a large black chip 
chapeau ; Miss Josie Gooderham was in a gray 
costume in changeable pink and pearl tints; 
Mrs. James Grace looked well in a butter- 
cup yellow costume with hat and parasol to 
match ; Miss Gertrude Thompson, of Derwent 
Lodge, was very daintily dressed in white 
serge, with large white hat; Mrs, Russell 
Snow wore a very stylish gray gown with 
sleeves and garniture of shot velvet. A number 
of other equally handsome gowns were much 
‘admired. Among others present I remarked : 
Mr, and Mrs. Henry Ince and the Misses Ince, 
Mrs. and Miss Maule, Chevalier and Mre, 
Thompson, and Miss Mulock. A large number 
of elegant presents in silver, china, glass and 
jewels were sent by friends in Toronto and 
various other cities, 


Mr. and Mrs. Cesare Marani are settled in 


their new home in British Columbia. 
* 


A concert is to be held in St. Stephen’s school- 
house on May 15, which promises to be of 
musical excellence. Miss Pauline Johnson and 
a number of talented amateurs will compose 


the attractions. 
* 


Miss Georgia Houghton, who has bz2en ill all 
winter, is better and is able to be out again. 


The At Homein Murray’s Hall on Tuesday 
evening last, given by Mr. H. and Miss Jenner 
of Northcote avenue, to the members of the 
Ixion Yacht Club, was a delightful success, 
Ab2ut two hundred and fifty guests were pre- 
sent. The Ixions were in uniform, and their 
dark suits, with gold lace, made a charming 
foil to the brilliant hues of the ladies’ dresses. 
Miss Jenner was in Nile green and wore the 
Ixion’s colors, and also those of the West Asso- 
ciation and Toronto Bicycle Clubs ; Mrs. L. P. 
Kribs, rich black silk ; Mrs, Clemmer of Toronto 
Junction, old gold satin; Mrs. A, Jenner of To- 
ronto Junction, black and geranium pink; Mrs, 
O. Jenner, black and pale blue; Miss A. Crum- 
mer, magnificent black lace, embroidered with 
yellow flowers ; Miss Ruttan, yellow silk ; Mrs. 
Phillips, white silk; Miss Taylor, heliotrope, 
and Mrs. Workman, pink satin and diamonds. 
One of the most admired costumes was worn 
by a brunette—rich white silk, profusely 
trimmed with masses of large buttercups. 
There were several charming debutantes 
in the daintiest of dainty dresses. The hall 
was handsomely decorated and the orchestra 
were almost hidden behind a mass of oars, 
sweeps, paddles and Union Jacks. Mr. H. 
Jenner was in full commodore dress, and he 
anc his charming sister did all in their power 
to promote the pleasure and enjoyment of their 


guests, 
* 


Miss Mary Keegan, a talented young Cana- 
dian actress, who during the past season has 
been playing at the Globe Theater, London, 
England, is at present on a visit with her 
friends in this city. Miss Keegan will return 
to Eagland in time to resume her engagements 

In my notice of Mr, Alfred Peuchen and Miss | at the opening of the season next fall, 
Thomson's marriage last week, I inadvert- * 
ently stated that Mr. John Peuchen, brother 
of the groom, was the donor of a handsome 
case of silver. I should have said that Mr. John 
Thomson, brother of the bride, on account of 
whose illness the wedding was quite private, 
presented his sister with the above gift. 


* 

Mrs. Lines and Mrs. Hector Lamont have 
returned from a delightful visit to Chatham, 
where they were the guests of Mrs. I. L 
Nicholls, 


The Rosedale Lawn Tennis Club held their 
annual meeting on Wednesday evening last, 
President C, A. Hirschfelder In the chair. The 
meeting was large and enthusiastic. The re- 
port siowed the club to be very flourishing, 
with « good cash balance. In the many 
matches contested during the season the club 
more than held their own, The following 
officers were elected for the coming year : 
Hon. president, H. M. Blackburn ; president, 
C, A. Hirachfelder ; vice-president, A. J. R. 
Snow ; secretary-treasurer, A. C, McMaster ; 
committee, P. J. Wilson, H. J. Martin, D, M. 
Sanson and F. Andersor. A high tribute was 
paid to the retiring secretary-treasurer, Mr. F. 
Ardagh, for his effisient services during the 
past year, 


- 

Oa Thursday evening of last week an inter- 
esting wedding took place in old St Andrew's 
church, being the marriage of Mr. Percy J. M. 
Horrocks of the Consumers’ Gas Co. and Miss 
Carrie Norton Shaw of St. Catharines. The 
pastor, Rev. G. M. Milligan, performed the e 

A very pretty and interesting ceremony took 
place on Wednesday morning at the Church of 
the Ascension, when Very R2v. Daan Carmich- 
ael of Montreal, assisted by Rev. H. Grasett 
Baldwin, rector of the church, united in the 


Continued on Page Thirteen. 


corded silk, trimmed with orange blossoms 


three in number were, Miss Lily Ellis, Miss 


Wheelbarrows, 


The menu was served by Webb 


King and Victoria Streets 
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PARIS KID GLOVE STORE 


NOVELTIES 


FOR MORNING WEAR~—4 button dressed 
and undressed Kid Gloves with colored 
stitchings. 

4 and 6 button Chamois Gloves. 

FOR AFTERNOON WEAR—6 button un 
dressed Kid in Black, Green, Goblin. 
Old Rose, Tan and Mode. 


4 button undressed Kid with fancy 
welts and stitchings 


R. &G. CORSETS P. & D. 
MILLINERY AND DRESSMAKING 


We makea special study of Wedding Trous 
seaux. Our designs for Brides and Brides 
maids’ dresses are simply charming. 


WM STITT & CO. 


11 and 13 King Street East. 








White China 


We sell the finest quality at 20% less than it can be 
bought elsewhere. Also, 


= Gold = 


flax and urflux cheaper than any other house. 


PANTECHNETHECA 


116 Yonge St., cor. Adelaide 


Ladies’ Tan Boots and Oxford Ties 


Guaranteed to give satisfaction in every respeot. The 
latest shades and styler. 


L. A. STACKHOUSE 


‘“‘ AMERICAN SHOE STORE,” 
124 King St. West (opposite the Rossin House). 


The 
Very 
Latest 


ARTISTIC NOVELTIES 


In English and American 


Sterling Silverware 











ESTABLISHED 1836 


From 
the Cutters 


We have received our usual monthly 
PARCEL OF DIAWONDS DIRECT FROM 
rHE CUTTERS, as has been our custom 
for THE PAST TWENTY YEARS. 

As usual, we offer THE BEST VALUE 
and THE LARGEST STOCK to select 
from. Inspection will be esteemed a 
favor. 

The J. E. ELLIS CO. 
LIMITED 
3 King St. East, cor Yonge. 
Mail orders a specialty. 





RDEN TOOLS 


Rollers, Rakes 


LADIES’ GARDENING SETS 


RICE LEWIS & SON 


(LIMITED) 
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Picton-on-Quinte. 


‘elite of Kingston 
Belleville, Tren 
tonand Napanee 





pleteness of arrangement exceeded all expec 


tations. To the entrancing strains of Glionna’s 
orchestra, till the first faint streaks of our 
spring dawn, the raging storm without un- 
heeded, the votaries of Terpsichore, in whose 
art the belles and beaux of our fair town are 


unexcelled, tripped on. The decorations, 
under the supervision of Messrs. Wilmot and 
Beringer, by their simple elegance were 
designed in every way to enhance the brilli- 
aice of the costumes, which were further 
mignified by the red and gold uniforms of 
our gallant military neighbors. The supper 
was from the unsurpassed Harry Webb 
and was not the least enjoyable feature of 
the evening. The lady patronesses were: 
Mesdames Hepburn, Merrill, Taylor, Shannon, 
Widdifield, and Gourlay. Stewards—Messrs, 
Widdifisld, Shannon, Melrose, Taylor, Wilmot, 
R:dmond, Brent, Fraser, and Beringer, with 
Mr. Peuyn a3 hon, secretary, to whose untiring 
efforts much of the success of the ball was due. 
Where all were fair it would be impossible to 
individualiz+, but I must mention some of 
those of whom admiring comments were uni- 
versally heard, Mrs. Lazier of Belleville was 
most stately in an exquisite gown of pale sal 
mon pink with brown tulle sleeves, hand em- 
bcoidered with flowers in their natural colors 
and each design outlined with seed pearls; 
Mrs, Mackenz’e of Trenton, most becomingly 
gowned in shell pink brocade; Mra. Pruyn of 
Napanee, whose divine dancing and thorough 
popularity ensured her a crowded programme ; 
Miss Clements of Kingston, whose perfect 
figure in the mazy windings of the dance fully 
ex :mplifled the poetry of motion, was in 
silvery pink satin, with whitelace ; Miss Rath- 
bun of Daseronto, in cream silk cut a la grec 
and wonderfully suited to the wearer; Miss 
Pvostor of Brighton, looking brilliantly hand- 
sonein white silk and lace; Mrs. William 
Shannon, wife of our popular manager 
of the Standard bank, never appeared 
more charming than in a gown of ashes 
of roses silk with rose velvet trimming; 
Mes. F. Williams-Taylor, whose stately beauty 
was never more admired,in a chic gown of 
cream brown and old blue striped Louis leige 
silk, brown velvet sleeves, trimmed with superb 
honiton lace ; Mrs. Wright, wife of one of our 
principal M.D.'s, wore a pearl-gray gown with 
sleeves of deep rose velvet, a combination 
which set off her brunette grace to perfection ; 
Mrs, Horace Wilcocks, daughter of our able 
m yor, looked bewitchingly fair and piquante 
in a frock of white silk; Miss Shannon, in an 
E npire costume of palest pink satin with 
filmy white lace, appeared exquisitely dainty 
and radiant ; Miss Merrill, our clever hostess, 
whose talént is only equaled by her beauty, in 
cream silk with red roses ; Miss Helen Kirby, 
whose decidedly English style of beauty shone 
brightly even amid that of our Canadian belles, 
in pale green silk with cream lace; Miss 
Alcorn, the sweetest of young debutantes, ina 
fcock of white crepon with natural flowers, 
which perfectly suited her camellia-like loveli- 
ness; the Misses May, E nmeline and Madge 
Moxon, mignonne and dazzling, gowned re- 
spectively in crimson, white and cream with 
Spanish lace and beautiful flowers ; and Miss 
Mackibbon, whose figure and elegance of 
style appeared to decided advantage in shim- 
mering green satin, This list might be in- 
definitely prolonged, but enough has been said 
to convey some idea of the success which 
attended the most brilliant event of this season 
in Picton-on-Quinte. 


Belleville 

Oa Friday afternoon Mrs. Caldwell, nee Miss 
Mary Wallbridge, gave one of the prettiest At 
Homes at the White House which have been 
given this year. The fine old-fashioned home 
was artistically decorated with potted palms 
and ferns. Mrs. Caldwell was assisted by 
Miss Annie Wallbridge, now the fair mistress 
of the White House. The invited guests were: 
Mrs, (Col,) Lazier, Mre. J. P. C. Paillips, Mrs. 
Lyons Biggar, Mrs. Casey, Mrs, Clemell, Mrs. 
Burton of Toronto, Mrs. Leitch, Mrs. Bell, jr., 
Mrs. Perkins, Miss Willson, Miss Blanche 
Willson, Miss Laidlaw of Toronto, Miss Big- 
gar, Miss Clara Wallbridge, and Miss Ember. 
son, 

Mrs, Casey gave a luncheon to twelve of her 
lady friends on Thursday last. Mrs. Casey and 
family are about to take possession of their 
new residence on the corner of Bridge and 
William streets. 

Mrs. George Walker entertained a few of her 
friends at five o'clock tea during the week. 
The decorations consisted of fl »wers and pretty 
colored candelabra. The fair and courteous 
hostess was assisted by Miss Walker in receiv- 
ing the guests. The invited quests were : Mrs, 
J. Bell, jr., Mrs. Biggar, Mrs, Casey, Mrs. 
Phillips, Mra. Perkins, Miss Mabel Willson, 
Miss Emberson, and Miss Laidlaw of Toronto. 

Mrs, Lyons Biggar gave a luncheon to & 
party of nine on Monday last. After luncheon 
the guests repaired to Mrs, Malcolm Willson's, 
where they were entertained at five o'clock tea. 

On Friday evening Mr. and Mrs, James 
Grant entertained their friends at a progres- 
sive pedro party at their residence on Bridge 
street. The fair and gracious hostess showed 





UMORS for some 
time past that 
the picturesque 
and unique town 
upon an arm of 
the Bay of Quinte 
was about to 
awake from a 
social Rip Van 
Winklenap, were 
confirmed when 
a fortnight ago 
over two hun- 
dred invitations 
from ‘‘the gen- 
tlemen of Pic- 
ton” were issued 
there, and to the 


On Wednesday, 
April 26, the cul- 
mination of the indefatigable efforts of the 
stewards was reached in a ball at the Hotel 
Royal, which for b2auty, brilliance and com- 





















TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


her artistic ability in the varied and handsome 
floral decorations which graced her rooms, 
The numerous guests enjoyed themselves im- 
mensely ; in fact, the “amateur journalist” was 
told by a fair lady guest that it was the most 
delightful evening she spent this year. Among we 
and Mrs. Hamilton, a 
Mr, and Mrs. Lingham, Mr. and Mrs. Phillips, | /* 
Mrs, and Miss Davy, Mr. and Miss Starling, | ' 
Mr. and Mrs, Corby, Mr. Alf, Gillen, Miss 
Maud Hamilton, and Mr. Chas, McCaulay. Mrs. 
Grant wore a pretty black and white silk 
Phillips and Mr. Lingham won the first prizes, ee, sw RAR ee 
which were a dainty bon-bon dish for the lady 
and a pretty silver match-case for the gentle- 
man. The booby prize was won by Miss Maud 
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gown with black silk velvet sleeves. Mrs 










Hamilton, 













day. 











just been announced. 








Picton Bachelors’ Ball were Colonel and Mrs. 
Lazier, Mr. and Mrs. J. P. C. Phillips and Mr, 
and Mrs, Lyons Biggar. The Picton bachelors 
are noted for their fine balls, and their last At 
Home proved that they well deserve the name 
of the best entertainers in this part of the 
country. Our citizens were delighted with the 
attention paid them and are very grateful to 
the Picton bachelors for their endeavors to 
make their visit as pleasant as possible. While 
the costumes worn by the Picton matrons and 
belles were eloquent and beautiful, yet all 
declared our own Mrs. (Col.) Lazier was the 
most beautifully dressed lady at the ball. Mrs. 
Lazier wore the same gown in which she was 
presented to our gracious Queen. The gown— 
asuperb yellow satin lavishly trimmed with 
priceless lace and pearl embroidery—is one of 
Mons. Worth’s masterpieces. Mrs, Phillips 
wore an exquisite gown of white silk with lace 
trimming, while Mrs. Biggar was her own 
dainty, smiling sweet self in a symphony of 
mauve, 

Mr. and Mrs. J. C. Jamieson celebrated the 
twenty-fifth anniversary of their wedding on 
Saturday last by entertaining some three hun- 
dred and fifty of their friends at one 
of the most delightful At Homes which 
have been given this season. Taeir pala- 
tial residence resembled fairyland more 
than anything else. Everywhere one went 
the eye was met by banks and masses 
of beautiful roses and flowers, while dis- 
persed here and there among the rooms 
were beautiful potted palms and ferns, Day- 
light was excluded, and the many softly-shaded 
lamps and candelabra shed a pretty radiance 
over the throngs of fair guests. The Riggs’ 
orchestra discoursed sweetest music dur. 
ing the evening. In the dining-room, presid- 
ing over the sumptuous repast, were four 
sweet girls, Misses Stella Taylor, Lucy Holton, 
Hilda Fros‘ and Theda Foster. Mrs. Jamie- 
son wore an elegant black silk gown, elabor- 
ately trimmed with embroidered chiffon. She 
was assisted in receiving her guests by Mrs. 
Mace and Mrs. John Frost. Hon. M. Bowell, 
who is the father of Mrs, Jamieson, was un- 
avoidably absent. Betsey joins Mr. and Mrs, 
Jamieson’s innumerable friends in wishing 
them many more years of unalloyed happiness, 
BETSEY, 








Brantford. 


The chief event of the week was the per- 
formance of Frederic Cowan’s cantata, The 
Rose Maiden, in the Congregational church. 
The audience was not as large as it should 
have been, and I cannot understand how it is 
Brantford people do not appreciate such a con- 
cert as was given last week. Were it a minstrel 
show the Opera House would not be large 
enough. I can only give one reason, but per- 
hap; I had better keep it to myself. The prin- 
cipal vocalists were: Mrs. R. J. S nith, Mrs. J, 
McLean, Miss Carson, Miss Salmond, Miss 
Snider, and Messrs. Kydd, Kimpton, Jacques, 
Ozlivie, Seace and Dr. Hart. The performance 
of this cantata may b: regarded as an advance 
upon any previous efforts of the society, and 
reflects the greatest credit upon the energetic 
conductor, Mr. Frederie Rogers, whose arduous 
labors for weeks past were justly rewarded 
throngh the adimirable impression made by 
those who had studied the work ender his 
baton. On accownt of space it is impossible for 
me to remark at lemgth upon the different 
vocalists, so I shall only mention a few who 
deserve special credit. Mrs. R. J. Smith looked 
pretty in an elegant gown of cream silk and 
brown velvet. Her solo singing, also her duets 
with Mr. Jacques, scored a decided sweeess, so 
it is not necessary tor me to repeat what I have 
already stated in recent criticisms coneerning 
the chief characteristics of Mrs, Smith's sing- 
ing. The same high artistic qualities which 
have won for her wide renown, such as purity 
of tone, ease of execution or fawitless phrasing, 
distinguished all her singing. Mise Carson 
wore a lovely costume of whiie silk and never 
appeared in better voice. Her solos were 
executed extremely well. With eare and judi- 
cious study Miss Carson has taken her p'ace 
among our most prominent voealists. Her 
duet with Mr. Kydd was heartily encored and 
graciously responded to. Mr. Jacques was 
warmly applauded ; his renditions were aniong 
the most enjoyable numbers of the evening. 
Mr. Jacques proved himself the possessor of 
considerable vocal ability, bing particularly 
successful in his duet with Mrs. Smith. Mr. 
Kimpton, Mr. Kydd and Mr. Scace received 
the hearty applause of the audience. These 
gentlemen are the possessors of very sweet 
voices and did ample justice to the various 
pitts allotted them, The chorus numbers were 
a delightful specimen of ensemble singing. 
The skilful manner in which the piano was 
manipulated in the accompaniments by Miss 
Shannon became a subject of favorable com- 
ment ; her work in this capacity I have had 
frequent occasion toadmire, Laken as a whole 
the performance was an erjoyable one and 
deserved much more generous support than it 
received. 

In the church of the Holy Trinity, Putney, 
Eng., on Saturday, April 29, Mr. Arthur Ray- 
mond Yates was married to Miss Kate Bran 
don, daughter of Henry Brandon, Esq, of 
Stonehouse, West Hill, Putney. 

Miss Maggie Torrance, who has been the 


The nuptials of Dr. Meiklejohn and Miss 
Burnett of Stirling will take place on Thurs- 


The engagements of Mr. W. H. Biggar, 
M.P.P., and Miss Ballou of New York, and 
Mr. Daniel Waters and Miss Stella Taylor have 


Among the Bell:villans who attended the 
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Mrs. Gervaise Graham’s 


@ Institute of Dermatology 
and Physical Culture 


Having completed the extension of our 
premises, we inaugurate the opening by 


EXTENSION SALE csc 


In Our Housefurnishing Department 


Linen Damask Table Cloths, Table Napkins, Huck 
and Diaper Towels, Towellings, Linen and Cotton 
Sheetings and Pillow Casings. 

Honeycomb and Marseilles Quilts, Blankets, Lace 


Curtains, Furniture Cretonnes and Dimities, Eider- 
down and Pillows. 


JOHN CATTO & SON 


King Street, opposite the Post Office 


LATEST ODORS 
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SWEET PEA 

TEA ROSE 
» EGYPTIAN 
; BOUQUET 
\ LILAC 
\. BLOSSOM 
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guest of Miss Annie Compton, has left for her 
home in Caatham. 

Mr. and Mrs. Shuttleworth of London, Eng., 
are visiting Mrs. Shuttleworth’s mother, Mrs. 
John Harris, Lorne avenue. 

Mrs, J, Francis Watt and Miss Smith have 
returned from London, where they were attend- 
ing the marriage of Canon Smith’s daughter, 
Miss Florian, to the Rv. Edwin Lee, of Prince- 
town, 

At the recent McGill examination, Mr, Harry 
B. Yates was successful in obtaining the 
degree of M_D. 

Mr. Hudspeth of Lindsay has been appointed 
to take Mr. Muir's place in the Bank of Mont- 
real, Mr. Muir having been promoted to the 
position of teller in place of Mr. Stikeman, 
who has gone to the Halifax office. 

Mr. F, Douglas Watt of B.B.N.A. has been 
moved to Paris, 

Mr. Harry Cockshutt has returned from an 
extended trip to Halitax. 

Mr. McCuaig of Toronto was visiting friends 
in the city last week. 

Mrs. R. J. Smith returned from Toronto on 
Tuesday in order to take part in the Philhar- 
monic concert on Thursday evening. 

SAILOR, 







Wiarton, 

Oa Friday, April 28, Mrs. Chas. Reckin was 
At Home to a very large number of her young 
friends, this b2ing the first time that she has p ‘ > 
entertained in her magnificent new home. The 
evening will be one long remembered by the 
socially inclined people of Wiarton as the 
most brilliant affair ever held here. The 
residence seems to have been designed with a 
view to the accommodation of such events as 
that of Friday. The rooms of the spacious 
building when filled with the young ladies of 
Wiarton, than whom more handsome maidens 
are not found, presented an app2arance of 
unrivaled loveliness, and I heard it remarked 
by several gentlemen that they never imagined 
our young ladies were the possessors of such 
matchless beauty. At12p.m. lunch was par- 
taken of, after which dancivpg was continued 
until the small hours, which will doubtless 
remain long inthe memoriesof the participants, 
The following is a description of a few of the 
notable dresses. Mrs. Reckin received in rich 
black silk, assisted by Miss Reckin, in blue 
cashmere and pink flowers. Among the ladies 
were: Miss Sudden, in cream delaine and red 
and yellow roses ; Mrs. Alderson, in black silk 
and jet; Miss Thibeaudo, in cream cashmere 
and cream silk trimmings; Miss Vickers, in 
black silk and pink azaleas; Miss Annie 
Symon, in cream and heliotrope delaine ; Miss 
Robinson, in cream delaine, old-rose trimmings 
and cream rose3; Miss Kate Symon, in gray 
velvet and steel trimmings; Miss Howard 


op 








given on the evening of April 24, in the Water- 
down Roller Rink, under the auspices of the 
Waterdown High School. Miss Laura M. Mac- 
Gillivray of Toronto, a most accomplished 
reader, gave a series of recitals which delighted 
the audience and firmly established her as a 
prime favorite with the people of Waterdown. 
Miss MacGillivray’s success lies in her natural- 
ness and lack of the trade mark of elocution. 
The musical part of the programme was also 
excellent, Miss Patterson of Oakville being 
particularly good in her vocal solos. Dr. O'Ha- 
gan, principal of the High School, presided at 
the concert. Afcser the entertainment Dr, and 
Mrs. Courtenay entertained Miss MacGillivray 
and a party of friends at their residence. 


Robinson, in Nile green cashmere and pink 
roses ; Miss Flo Greenlees, in black silk and 
white rosebuds ; Miss Butler, in black silk and 
red and yellow rosebuds ; Miss Johns, in Nile 
green silk and lilies of the valley ; Miss Malone, 
in crimson silk and white earnations, Among 
the gentlemen were: Messrs. Jones, Bull, 
Crawford, Cooper, Davies, Symon, Seiman, 
Schantz, McCrady, Ely, Kennel, Shaeman, 
Stewart, Bains, Kastner, Sutherby, Ewals and 
others. Top, 





Waterdown. 
An entertainment of unusual merit was 
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St lish Creations FOSTER & PENDER’S 
NEW 
CARPET 
HOUSE 
14 & 16 
KING ST. EAST 


... In Carpets 


The vast extent of the stock assures the widest range of choice selec- 
tions. Being wholly new, it embraces only the very latest conceptions 
of the most famous designers, essentially stylish both in patterns and 
colorings. New acquisitions are made to these continually, as fast as 
they can be imported, a mentionable incident being the heavy direct 
importation of AxminstTers, WiLTons, Brussets and Tarestries from 
the celebrated KippeERMINSTER Looms passed through bond on Thurs 


day and which are on display on our ground floor showroom this week 


THE WEARABLE 
REVERSIBLE 


“ISTAKHR” 


CARPETS 


Lace Curtains 

Turkey and India Rugs 

Cocoa Mats, China Mattings 
Linoleums and English Oileloths 


Of all widths up to 24 feet, in any 


Have You Seen Them ? 


Foster & Pender 


14 and 16 King St. East, Toronto 


length desired, thus obviating the 


necessity of “matching” in even the 


largest rooms, 
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CHAPTER XIX. 
AY, DEAD LOVES ARE THE POTENT. 

It was their last day at San Remo, Every- 
thing had been packed for the journey, and the 
drawing-room at Lauterbrunnen had a dreary 
look now that it was stripped of all those decc- 
rations and useful prettinesses with which 
Allegra had made it so gay and home-like. 
The morning had been brilliant and Martin, 
Allegra and Captain Hulbert had set off at 
nine o'clock upon a long-deferred expedition to 
San Romolo. They would be home in good 
time for the eight o’clock dinner, and Isola 
had promised to amuse herself all day and to 
be in good spirits to welcome them on their 
return. 

“You have a duty to do for your sister,” she 
said, when her husband felt compunction at 
leaving her. ‘‘ Think of all she has done for 
us, her devotion, her unselfishness. The least 
we ean dois to help her to be happy with her 
lover; and all the burden of that duty has 
fallen upon you. I think you ought to be 
called Colonel Gooseberry.” 

She looked a bright and happy creature as 
she stood on the mule pathin the olive wood, 
waving her hand to them as they went away— 
Allegra riding a donkey, the two men walking, 
one on each side of her bridle, and the driver 
striding on ahead, leading a riderless donkey 
which was to serve as an occasional help by 
and by, if either of the pedestrians wanted a 
lift. Her cheeks were flushed with walking, 
and her eyes were bright with a new gladness, 

She was full of a childish pleasure in the 
idea of their journey, and the realization of a 
dream which most of us have dreamt for years 
before it assumed the shape of earthly things— 
the dream of Rome. 

Isola stood listening to their footsteps, as 
they passed the littie painted shrine on the hill 
path. She heard them give the time of day to 
a party of peasant women, with empty baskets 
on their heads, going up to gather the last of 
the olives. Then she roamed about the wooded 
valley and the slope of the hill towards Colla 
for over an hour; and then, growing suddenly 
tired, she crept home, in time to sit beside her 
baby while he slept his placid noontide sleep. 
She bent over the little rosebud mouth and 
kissed it, in a rapture of maternal love. 

**So young to see Rome,” she murmured, 
‘‘and to think that those star-like eyes will see 
and take no heed ; to think that such a glori- 


ous vision will pass before him, and yet he will 


remember nothing.” 


The day was very long, something like one 
of those endless days at Trelasco, when her hus- 
band was in Burmah and she had only the dcg 
and the cat for her companions. She thought 


of those fond friends to-day with a regretful 
sigh—the sleepy Shah, so calm and undemon 


with long, black clouds, and the wind was 
howling across the great deep valley like an 
evil spirit tortured and imprisoned, striving in 
anguish for release. Exactly opposite her, as 
she stood in the deep cleft of the hills, a soli- 
tary vessel was laboring under press of canvas 
towards the point upon whose dusky summit 
the chapel of the Madonna dela Guardia 
gleamed whitely in the dying day. The vessel 
was a schooner yacht, of considerable tonnage, 
certainly larger than the Vendetta. 

Isola stood, still as marble, watching that 
laboring boat, the straining sails, the dark hull 
beaten by the stormy dash of the waves. She 
watched with wide, open eyes, and parted lips, 
that quivered with an over-mastering fear, 
watched in momentary expectation of seeing 
those straining sails dip for the last time, that 
laboring hull capsize and go down in an abyss 
of angry waters. She watched in motionless 
attention till the boat vanished behind the 
shoulder of the hill ; and then, shivering, nerv- 
ous, and altogether over-strung, she hurried 

| homewards, feeling that she had stayed out 
| much too long and that she had caught a chill 
which might ba the cause of new trouble. 

If those narrow mule-paths had been less 
familiar, she might have lost her way in the 
dusk ; but she had trodden them too often to 
bein any difficulty, and she reached the villa 
without loss of time, but not before the return 
of the picnic party. 

Allegra and Captain Hulbert were at the 
gate watching for her. Colonel Disney had 
gone into the wood to look for her, and had 
naturally taken the wrong direction, 

**Ob, Isola, how could you stop out so late, 
and on such a stormy evening?” remonstrated 
Allegra. 

**I fell asleep before the storm came on.” 

‘Fell asleep—out of.doors—and at sunset! 
What dreadful imprudence.” 

‘I went out too late, I'm afraid ; but I was 
so tired. A kind of horror of the house and the 
silence came upon me—and I felt I must go out 
into the woods. I walked too far—and fell 
asleep from sheer fatigue ; and when I woke I 
saw a yacht battling with the wind. I'm afraid 
she'll go down.” 

** What, you noticed her too?” exclaimed 
| Itulbert. ‘“Ididn’t think you cared enough 
about yachts to take notice of her. I was 
watching her as we came down the hill ; rather 
too much canvas; but she’s right enough. 
She’s past Arma di Taggia by this time, I dare- 
say. I'll go and look for Disney, and tell 
him you're safe and sound. Perhaps I shail 
miss him in the wood. It’s like a Midsummer 
| Night’s Dream, isn’t it, Allegra?” he said, 
laughing, as he went out of the gate. 

“If it were only midsummer, I shouldn’t 
care,” answered his sweetheart, with her arm 





strative in his attachment, but with a placid, | round Isola, who stood beside her pale and 


purring delight in her society which seemed to 
mean a great deal; the fox-terrier, so active 


acd intense in his affection, demanding so 
much attention, intruding himself upon her 


walks and reveries with such eager, not-to-be 
denied devotion. 
friends here ; and the want of them made an 
empty space in her life. 

In the afternoon the weather changed sud- 
denly. The sky became overcast, the sea a 
leaden color ; 
up the valley with a great rustling and shiver- 
ing of the silver-green foliage and creaking of 
old bent branches, like the withered arms of 
witch or sorceress, 


and the mistral came whistling 


shivering. ‘‘ Come in, dear, and iet me make 
you warm, if I can.” 

“If they all should go down in the dark- 
ness,” said Isola, in a low,dreamy voice. ‘‘The 
boat looked asif it might capsize at any mo- 


| 


She had no four-footed | m ent.” 


| Allegra employed ali her arts as a sick-nurse 
in the endeavor to ward off any evil conse- 
| quence from that imprudent slumber in the 
| chill hour of sunset ; but her cares were un- 
availing. Isola was restless and feverish all 
night, but she insisted on getting up at her 
usual hour next morning, and declared herself 
quite capable of the journey to Genoa. Al- 





All the glory of the day | legra and her brother, however, insisted on 


was gone, and the white villas on the crest of | her resting for aday or two. So the departure 


the eastward hill stood out with a livid dis- | was postponed, and the doctor sent for. He 
tinctness against the blackened sky. advised at least three days’ rest, with careful 
Isola wandered up the hill path, past the | nursing; and he reproved his patient severely 
little shrine where the way divided, the point | for her imprudence in exposing herself to the 
at which she had seen her husband and his | « vening air. 
party vanish in the sunny morning. She telt Captain Hu'bert appeared at tea-time, just 
a sudden sense of loneliness now the sun was returned from a railway journey to Allassio. 
gone ; achildish longing forthe returnof her| ‘I’ve a surprise for you, Mrs, Disney,” he 
friends, for evening and Jamplight, and the | said, seating himself by the sofa where Isola 
things that make for cheerfulness. She was | was lying surrounded by invalid luxuries, 
cold and dul!, and out of spirits. She had left | books, lemonade, fan, and eau de cologne flask, 
the house while the sun was shining, and she | her feet carefully covered with a silken rug. 
had come without shawl or wrap of any kind, “ A surprise!” she echoed, faintly, as if life 
and the mistral made her shiver. Yet she had | held no surprises for her. ‘‘ What can that 
no idea of hurrying home. The loneliness of | be?” 


the house had become oppressive before she 
left it 


before the return of the excursionists. So she 


mounted the steep mule-path, slowly and 
painfully, till she had gone two-thirds of the 
way to Colla ; and then she sat down to rest on | 
the low stone wall which enclosed a little gar- 


den in a break of the wood, from which point | 


there was a far-stretching view seaward. 

She was very cold, but she was so tired as to 
be glad to rest at any hazard of after suffering. 
She was drowsy from sheer exhaustion, and 
leaned her head against a great rugged olive, 
whose roots were mixed up with the wall, and 
fell fast asleep. She awoke shivering, from a 
confused dream of sea and woods, R»man tem- 
ples and ruined palaces. She had been dream- 
ing of a place that was here in the woods below 
Colla, and which yet was half Rome and half 
Trelatco. There was a classic temple upon a 
hill that was like the Mount, and the day was 
bleak, and dark, and rainy, and she was walk- 
ing on the footpath through Lord Lostwithiel’s 
park, with the storm-driven rain beating 
against her face, just as on that autumn even 
ing when the owner of the soil had taken com 
passion upon her and had given-her shelter. 
The dream had been curiously vivid—a dream | 
which brought the past back asif it were the 
present, and blotted out all that had come 
afterwards. She woke bewildered, forgetting 
that her husband had come back from India, 
and that she was in Italy, thinking of herself 
as she had been on that October evening when 
she and Lostwithiel met for the first time. 

The sea was darker than when she fell asleep. 
There was the dull crimson of a stormy sun 
set yonder, behind the jutting promontory of 


| 
| 


| 


‘You remember the yacht you saw last 


and she knew it must be some hours | night?” 


** Yes,” she cried, roused in an instant, and 
clasping her hands excitedly. ‘' Did she go 


down?” 
**Not the least little bit. She is safe and 
sound at Allassic. She is called the Eurydice, 


she hails last from Syracuse, and my brother is 
on board her. He wired to me this morning to 
go over and see him. I’m very glad I went, for 
he is off to Corfu tc-morrow. The Flying Dutch- 
man isn’t in it with him.” 

There was a curious silence. Martin Disney 
was sitting on the other side of his wife's sofa, 
where he had been reading selected bits of the 
Times, such portions of the news of men and 
nations as he farcied might interest her. Alle 
gra was busy with a piece of delicate recedle 
work, and did not immediately reply ; but it 
was she who was first to speak. 

‘*How frightened you would have been yes 
terday evening had you known who was on 
board the boar,” she said. 

“IT don’t know about being frightened, but he 
was certainly carrying too much canvas, I told 
him so this morning.” 

‘* What did he say?”’ 

‘* Laughed at me. ‘ You sailors never believe 
that a landsman can sail a ship,’ he said. I 
wanted to talk to his sailing-master, but he told 
me he was his own sailing-master. Ifhis ship 
was doomed to go down, he wouid be at the 
helm himself,” 

** That sounds as if he were very reckless,” 
said Allegra, 

** I told him I[ did not like the rig of his boat, 
nor the name of his boat, and I reminded him 
how I saw the Eurydice off Portland with all 





Bordighera, while the sky above was barred 


her canvas spread the day she went down. I | 










“And is this really Rome?” she murmured 
softly. 

‘Yes, this is Rome,” cried Allegra. ‘‘ Isn’t 
it lovely? Isn't it all you ever dreamt of or 
hoped for? And yet people have so maligned 
it—called it feverish, stuffy, disappointing, 
dirty! Why, the air is ether—inspiring, health- 
giving! April in Rome is as fresh as April in 
an English forest; only it is April with the 
warmth and flowirs of June, I feel eure you 
will grow ever so much stronger after one little 
week in Rome.” 

‘Yes, I know I shall be better here; I feel 
better already,” said Isola, with a kind of fev- 
erish hopefulness. ‘It was so good of Martin 
to bring me. San Remo is always lovely—and I 




































































































was with the Governor of the Prison, a naval 
map, who had been commander on my first 
ship, and we stood side by side on the cliff and 
watched her as she went by. ‘If this wind 
gets much ttronger that ship will go down,’ 
said my old captain, ‘unless they take in tome 
of their canvas.’ And a few hours later those 
poor fellows had all gone to the bottom. I 
asked Lostwithiel why he called his boat the 
Eurydice. ‘Fancy,’ he said. He had a fancy 
forthe name. ‘I’ve never forgotten the old 
lines we used to hammer out when we were 
boys,’ he said : 

‘Ah, miseram, Eurydicen, anima fugiente 
vocabat ; Eurydicen toto referebant flumine 
ripae.” 

“TI don’t think the name matters if she isa 
good boat,” said Allegra, with her calm com- 
mon sense. 

‘* Well, she is and she isn’t. She isa finer 
boat than the Vendetta, but I'd sooner navi- 
gate the Vendetta in a storm. There are 
points about his new boat that I con’t quite 
like. However, he had her built by one of the 
finest builders on the Clyde, and it will be 
hard if she goes wrong. He has given me the 
Vendetta as a wedding prerent—in advance of 
the event—on condition that I sink her when 
I’m tired of her, and he said he hoped she’d be 
luckier to me than she has been to him.” 

Martin Disney sat silent by his wife’s sofa. 
He could never hear Lord Lostwithiel’s name 
without a touch of pain. His only objection to 
Hulbert as a brother-in-law was the thought 
that the two men were of the same race ; that 
he must needs hear the hated name from time 
totime. And yet he believed his wife’s avowal 
that she was pure and true. His hatred of 
the name came only from the recollection that 
she had been slandered by a man whom he 
despised. He looked at the wasted profile on 
the satin pillow, so wan, so transparent in its 
waxen pallor, the heavy eyelids drooping 
languidly, the faintly colored lips drawn as if 
with pain—a broken lily. Was this the kind 
of woman to be suspected of evil ; this fair and 
fragile creature in whom the spiritual so pre- 
dominated over the sensual? He hated him- 
self for having been for a moment influenced 
by that underbred scoundrel at Glenaveril—for 
having been base enough to doubt his wife’s 
purity. 

He had pained and humiliated her, and now 
the stamp of death was on the fece he adored ; 
and before him lay the prospect of a life’s re- 
morse. 

They left San Remo three days afterwards, 
Isola being pronounced able to bear the jour- 
ney, though her cough had been considerably 
increased by that imprudent slumber in the 
wood. She was anxious to go, and doctor and 
husband gave way to her eagerness for new 
scenes. ‘‘I am so tired of this place,’ she said 
piteously ; ‘‘it is lovely, but it is a loveliness 
that makes me melancholy. I want to beina 
great city where thereare lots of people moving 
about. I have never lived ina city, but always 
in quiet places—beautiful, very beautiful, but 
so still—so still—so full of oneself and one’s 
own thoughts.” 


CHAPTER XX. 
ECCO ROMA, 


The agent had proved himself worthy of 
trust, and had chosen the lodging for Colonel 
Disney’s family with taste and discretion. It 
was a first floor over a jeweler’s shop in ashort 
street, ona level with the Piazza di Spagna 
and close to the Pincian Gardens. There were 
not too many stairs for Isola to ascend when 
she came in from her drive or walk. The gar- 
dens were close at hand, and all around there 
were trees and flowers, and an atmosphere of 
verdure and retirement in the midst of the 
great cosmopolitan city. 

It was dusk when the train came into the 
terminus, and Isola was weary and exhausted 
after the long, hot journey from Pisa, the glare 
of the sun, and the suffocating clouds of dust, 
and the beautiful monotony of the blue sea 
and sandy plains, long level wastes where 
nothing grew but brushwood and osier; and 
stretches of marshy ground with water pools 
shining here and there like burnished steel, 
and distant islets dimly seen athwart a cloud 
of heat. Then evening closed in, and it was 
through a gray and shapeless region that they 
approached the city whose very name thrilled 
her. 

The railway station was very much like all 
the other great termini; like Milan, like Genoa. 
There was the same close rank of omnibuses. 
There were the same blue blouses and civil, 
eager porters, piling up the innumerable pack- 
ages of the Italian traveler, loading themselves 
like so many human beasts of burden, and 
with no apparent limit to their capacity for 
carrying thinge. Two flys were loaded with 
the miscellaneous luggage, and then Isola was 
handed to her place in another, with Allegra 
by her side, and through the narrow streets of 
tall houser, under thedim strip of soft April 
night, she drove through the city of heroes and 
martyrs, saints and apostles, wicked emperors 
and holy women, the city of historical con- 
trasts, of darkness and light, refinement and 
barbarism, of all things most uniike each 
other, from Nero to Paul, from Domitian to 
Gregory the Great. . 

The glory and the beauty of Rome oaly began 
to dawn upon her next morning, in the vivid 
sunshine, when she climbed the steps of the 
Trinita de Monte, and then with Allegra’s arm 
to lean upon went slowly upward and again 


be a little tired—not of the olive woods and 


tem; ting danger round by Neptune Point.” 


tered. 


times, when the divine Mediterranean, which 


rougher and wilder—for such a sea as you and 


leum.” 


only the beginning 
were to be in 


them. Isola’s Rome was Byron’s Rome. 


and fed upon the story of the antique dead. 

She came to Shelley’s grave as often as she 
could steal away from the anxious companions 
of her drives and walker. 

“T like to get out alone now and then,” she 
told her husband. ‘It rests me to be by my- 
self for an hcur or two in this lovely place.” 

There was 4 coachman in the Piazza who was 
in the habit of driving Colonel Disney’s family 
—an elderly man, sober, steady and attentive, 
with intelligence that made him almost as 
good asa guide. He was on the watch for his 
English clicnts every morning. They had but 
to appear on the Piazza, and he was in attend- 
ance, ready to :ake them to the utmost limit of 
a day’s journey, if they liked. Were they in 
doubt where to go, he was always ready with 
suggestions, 

He would drive Isola to the door of the Eng- 
lish Cemetery, leave her there, and return at 
her bidding to drive her home again. Disney 
knew she was safe when this.veteran had her 
in charge. The man was well known in the 
Piazza, and of established character for hon- 
esty. She took a book or two in her light 
basket, buying a few flowers here and there 
from the women and children as she went 
along, till the books were hidden under roses 
and lilac, The custodian of the cemetery knew 
her, and admitted her without a word. He 
had watched her furtively once or twice, to 
see that she neither gathered the flowers nor 
tried to scratch her name upon the tombs. He 
had seen her sitting quietly by the slab which 
records Shelley's death—and the death of that 




















































































shalllove it to the end of my life, because it was 
my first home in Italy—but I was beginning to 


the sea, but of the people we met, and the 
sameness of life. One day was so like another.” 

“It was monotonous, of course,” agreed 
Allegra, ‘‘ and: beiny a little out of health you 
would be tored by monotony sooner than 
Martin or I. It was such a pity you did not 
like the yacht. That made such achange for 
us. The very olive woods and the mountain 
villages seem new when one sees them from 
the water. I was never tired of looking at the 
hills between,San Remo and Bordighera, or the 
promontory of Monaco, with its cathedral 
towers, It was a pleasure lost to you, dear ; 
but it could not be helped, I suppose. Yet 
once uron a time you used to be so fond of the 
sea, when you and I went in our row-boat, 


‘“*T may have been stronger then,” Isola fal- 


**Oh, forgive me, darling. What an ircor- 
siderate wretch I am! But Rome will give 
you back your lost strength, and we shall 
round Neptune Point again, and feel the salt 
spray dashing over our heads as we go out into 
the great, fierce Atlantic. I confess that some- 


we are never tired of worshiping has been 
lying in the sunshine like one vast floor of 
lapis lazuli, I have longed for something 


I have watched from the Rashleigh Mauso- 


Colonel Disney and his wife and sister went 
about in a very leisurely way in their explora- 
tions. In the first place he was very anxious 
to avoid anything approaching fatigue for his 
wife, and in the second place, it was 

of April, ard they 
Rome for at least a 
month; there was therefore no need for 
rushing about at the tourist pace, with guide- 
books in their hands, and anxious, heated 
countenances, perspiring through the streets, 
and getting deadly chills in the churches, 
Allegra’s first desire was naturally to see the 
picture galleries, and to these she went for the 
most part alone, leaving Isola and her husband 
free to go about as they pleased, upon a friendly 
equality of ignorance, knowing very little more 
than Childe Harold and Murray could teach 


There was one spot she loved better than any 
other in the city of wonderful memories, It 
was not hallowed by the blood of saint or hero, 
sage or martyr. It had no classical associa- 
tions. He whose heart lay buried there under 
the shacow of the tribune’s mighty monument, 
perished in the pride of manhood, in the fresh- 
ness and glory of life ; and that heart—so warm 
and generous to his fellow men—had hardened 
itself against the God of saint and martyr, the 
God of Peter and Paul, Lawrence and Gregory, 
Benedict and Augustine. Yet for Isola there 
was no grave in Rome so sacred as Shelley's 
grave, no grea‘er memory associated with the 
eternal city than the memory of his wander- 
ings and meditations amidst the ruined walls 
of the Baths of Caracalla, where his young 
genius drank in the poetry of the long past 


















on the marble balustrade, and gazing across 
the housetops to the rugged grandeur of Had- 
rian’s Tomb, and to that great dome of St. 
Peter's, whose vastness makes all other things 
seem puny and insignificant. 

The air was clear and cool upon its height, 
although the city below was veiled in a lumi- 
nous haze as of almost tropical heat. Every- 
where there was the odor of summer flowers, 
the overpowering sweetness of lilies of the 
valley, and great branches of lilac, white and 
purple, brimming over in the baskete of the 
flower-sellers. On such a morning as this one 
could understand how a Roman April came to 
be called the joyous month, and to be dedicated 
to Venus. 

Isola’s face lighted up with a new gladness, 
a look of perfect absorption and self-forgetful- 
ness, as she leant upon the balustrade and 
gazed across that vast panorama, gazed and 
wondered, with eyes that seemed to grow 
larger in their delight. 


upward to the Pincian hil), and stood leaning 






faithful friend who was laid beside him sixty 
years afterwards, Sixty years of loving, re- 
gretful memory, and then union in the dust, 
Shall there not be a later and a better meeting, 
when those two shall see each other's faces 
and hear each other's voices again, in a world 
where old things shall be made new, where 
youth and its wild freshness shall come back 
again, and Trelawney shall be no older than 
Shelley? 

The English burial place was a garden of 
fairest flowers at this season—a paradise of 
roses and clematis, azalias and camelias—and 
much more beautiful for its wilder growth of 
trailing foliage and untended shrubs, and for 
the background of old gray wall, severe in its 
antique magnificence, a c)clopean rampart, 
relic of time immemorial], clothed and col- 
ored with the perishing parasites of last sum. 
mer, 

Here, ina sheltered angle to the left of the 
poet's grave, Isola could sit unobserved even 
when the custodian brought a party of tourists 


to see the hallowed spot, which cccurred now 
and then while she sat there. The tourists for 
the most part stared foolishly, made some eenti- 
mental remark if they were women, and if 
they were men usually betrayed a hopeless 
ignorance of the poet's history or confounded 
him with Keats, Isola sat half-hidden in her 
leafy corner, where the ivy and the acanthus 
hung from the great gray buttress against 
which she leant, languid, half-dreaming, with 
two books on her lap. 

One was her Shelley—her much-read Shelley 
—a shabby cloth-bound volume, bought ir her 
girlhood at the bookseller’s in the Place de 
Guesclin, where English books could be got by 
special order and at special prices. The other 
was an Italian Testament, which her husband 
had bought her at San Remo, and which she 
bad read with extreme diligerce and with in- 
creasing fervor as her mind became more 
deeply moved by Father Rodwell’s sermons, 
It was not that she had ever been one of those 
advanced thinkers who will accept no creed 
which does not square with their own little 
theories and fit in to their own narrow circle 
of possibilities, She had never doubted the 
religion she had been taught in her childhood, 
but she had thought very little about serious 
things since she was a young girl, preparing 
for her confirmation, touched with ‘girlish en- 
thusiasm, and very much in earnest. In these 
fair spring days,and in this city of many 
memories, all that girlish feeling of faith and 
dependence had re-awakened in her mind. 
She pored over the familiar Gospel stories, and 
again as in the first freshness of her youth she 
saw the sacred figure of the Redeemer and 
Teacher in all the vivid light and color of a 
reality, close at hand. Faith stretched 
across the abyss of time, and brought 
the old world of the Gospel story close 
to her; the closer, because she was in 
Rome, not far from that church which en- 
shrines the print of the Divine footstep, when 
He who was God and Man appeared to His dis- 
ciple, to foreshadow approaching martyrdom, 
to inspire the courage of the martyr. Yes, 
although the Saviour’s earthly feet never en- 
tered the city, every hill and every valley with- 
in and without those crumbling walls has in- 
terwoven itself so closely with the story cf His 
life—through the work of His saints and mar- 
tyrs—that it is nowise strange if the scenes 
and images of the sacred story seem nearer and 
more vivid in Rome than in any other place on 
earth, not excepting Jerusalem. It was from 
Rome, not from Jerusalem, that the Cross 
went out to the uttermost ends of the world. 
It is the earth of the Colosseum and the Borgo 
that is steeped in the blood of those who have 
died for Christ. It was Rome that ruled the 


world through the one night of barbarism and 
feudal power by the force of that invincible 
name. 

It might seem strange that Isola should turn 
from the story of the Evangelists to the works 
of a poet whose human sympathies were so 
wrung by the evil that has been wrought in 
the name of the Cross that he was blind to the 
infinitely greater good which Christianity 
has oe for mankind. Shelley saw 
the blood of the martyrs, not asa sublime and 
everlasting testimony to the Godlike power of 
faith, not as a sacrifice rich in after fruits, sad 
seed of a joyous harvest—but as the brutai 
work of the eet Man, using any name, 
Christ or Buddhe, Mahomet or Brahma—as 
the sanction to torture and to slay. 

Shelley's melancholy fate seemed brought 
nearer to her now that the sat beside his grave, 
in the summer stillness, and in the shadow of 
the old Aurelian Wall. It was only his heart 
which was lying there, that imperishable 
heart which Trelawney’s hand snatched from 
the flame of the Greek pyre, from the smcke 
of pine logs and frankincense, wine and oil. 
Sixty years had passed before that hand lay 
cold in the grave beside the buried heart of the 
poet, sixty years of severance and tender, 
aera memories, before death brought re- 
union, 

What a beautiful spirit this, which was so 
early quenct ed by the cruellest stroke of Fate 
—a light such as had celdom shone out of mor- 
tal clay, a spirit of fire and brightness, in- 
tangible, untamable, not to be shut within com- 
mon limits nor judged by common laws, 

(To be Continu d.) 
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The Curate’s Mistake 





Meg was the daughter of the rector of Nua- 
thorpe, Mr. Thirlwall, with whom I went to 
study before college, when I was a lad of 
eighteen. He was not in the least a typical 
rector, being a scholar rather than a clergyman; 
and Meg was still less like the typical rector’s 
She did not visit the poor of the 
parish. She nad always left all that to Mrs. 
Pryde, who was the prop of the church in Nun- 


daughter. 


thorpe, and whom Meg hated for reasons. 


I may say at once that I never fell in love 
Though only 
eighteen I was very much in love already, and 
I never could be in love with two or threa girls 
together, like the hero of a modern novel, 
Meg, for her part, was also otherwise involved, 


with Meg nor she with me, 


as will appear, and so we got on splendidly. 


I don't know whether she was handsome. I 
only knew that she had wonderful dark eyes— 
Yet she was not 
sad when I drst knew her, but, as a rule, brim- 
Occasionally, to be 
sure, there were fits of wild depression, but 
these seemed only a natural reaction after her 
And sad as her eyes 
were, there was generally a glint of humor in 
them, like a sunbeam caught in the depths of a 


the saddest I have ever seen. 


ful of life and gayety. 


exuberant high spirits. 


gray agate. 


It was not long before I learned Meg’s secret 


by something in het face whenever Mr. Wes- 
ton was mentioned. Being in love myself, I 
could tell the signs. Tae Rev. Marcus Weston 


was Mr. Tairlwall’s curate for thepresent, being 


a man who, in the nature of things, would not 
b3 acurate long. But he was a friend of the 
former curate, and had come partly to supply 
his place, partly because the air of Nunthorpe 
wasjust beginning to be celebrated, and Weston 
was not a strong man, 

There could not have been two people more 
hopelessly dissimilar than Meg and he. He 
was gentle and sympathetic far beyond the 
majority of men, yet under it all there was a 
kind of hardness that did not exist in Meg’s 
nature—so much wilder and uaoruly. He did 
not flirt with girls in the usual manner, but 
talked with them abou’ the infinite spiritual 
possibilities that lay b:fore them. He be- 
lieved in everyone—everyone believed in him, 
more or less. I b>lieved in him less, but Meg— 
she had never b2en talked toin that way be 
fore. 

He filled her brimful of aspirations to lead a 
higher life. He lent her R»bertson’s Sermons, 
and made her sing hymns to him in the twi- 
light. It was very well—only Meg’s ardor was 
a little chilled when she realized that he did 
the same to other girls. She believed in, 
nevertheless—-indeed, worshiped him, in a 
singularly generous way. He was a saint— 
hardly a man at all. If he ever married it 
must be some angelic being, certainly no girl 
in Nunthorpe—not even Celia Doone, who was 
pretty and pious, but had a spice of placid 
worldliness about her that Meg’s keen eyes 
detected. 

Meg did the honors of the supper table that 
night—for Mr. Weston stayed to supper—with 
a shy grace that was new to me; and I did not 
wonder that he found it irresistible. He looked 
like a man who was letting himself drift. 

He spoke little to Meg, however. They had 
done enough talking before the lamps; were lit. 
He talked enthusiastically to Mr. Thirlwall 
about the true mission of the Church, and Meg 
listened with glowing eyes. Oae could almost 
watch those infinite possibilities growing as 
ona looked at her. What a hero the man 
seemed to her; what a saint! Poor Meg! Poor 
Marcus ! 

After he had gone Meg wandered out into 
the garden and I followed her. 

“Jack,” she said suddenly, and I knew she 
was trembling, ‘“‘do you think I could ever 
grow good—if I tried, prayed, ever so hard? 
Not so good as other pzople, but good enough 
for met” 

She was so terribly in earnest —it was strange 
for Meg.to be so much in earnest—that I be- 
lieve I was glad it was pretty dark, so that she 
could not see my face, nor I hers, 

“I think you are as good as people go,” I 
said. 

“That's nonsense, Jack,” Meg replied, with 
a prompi return of the old temper. ‘‘ You 
know quite well that I'm worse than other 
girls, and whea I would do good evil is present 
with me. And there are other girls, like Celia 
Do.one, who never do wrong—full of good 
works and almsgivings, and an heiress, And, 
oh, what a complexion!” cried Meg, as if 
there the sting came in. 

‘* Yes,” I said, sincerely enough, ‘* but she’s not 
half as nice as you are, after all. She's so 
wooden,” 

**That’s because you're wicked you like me 
best,” said Meg drearily. ‘* But no one good 
could every really, really like anyone bad.” 

There was a question in her voice, and I 
answered it rather flercely. 

‘You are thinking of a particular person,” 
I said, ‘‘And that person does care for you, 
Meg, and not for Celia Doone. All the same, 
I shouldn’t be surprised to hear of his being 
engaged to Celia one of these fine days.” 

I should not have spoken so strongly, but 
lately I had beard rumors that I fancied had 
not reached Meg's ears, and I wanted to put 
her on her guard. But she fired again, which 
was certaialy natusal. 

* How dare you say such things, Jack? I 
won't lis‘en to you. If he does—it will be ba. 
cause he loves her. I think it would be better, 
oply—On, me!” 

She turned and ran into the house. I heard 
one sob as she went. Still, I was glad I had 
spoken out. Meg wasn’t a girl to imagine 
things, and I knew that matters must have 
gone pretty far that night. Of course if he 
m ant to ask her to marry him, well and good. 
Bit I hardly thought he did. 

Things were in this position when for family 
reasons which I need not here explain, my 
going to colleg2 was slightly postponed, and I 
was called home for some months, Then I re- 
turned to Mr. Thirlwali’s to complete my coach- 
ing. 
"Meg and I hai not corresponded regularly. 
I had heard from her once or twice, indeed, but 
her letters had been mare business letters, al- 
most curt, and not in the least like Meg. I 
fancied that if she had felt bright she would 
have put in a page or two of merry nonsense, 
bu’ it was impossible to flad ou} until I saw 
her, so I waited. 


TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 
SS — nn o—onReeooswswsnsa jj]. 0  0000—qK—— 


Meg met me at tae station, which was two 
miles from the vicarage, in the shabby little 
pony carriage, My firat glance at her seemed 
to sanction the vague dread I had felt. Her 
face had grown thinner, and even paler than 
ever ; her eyes looked very large and lustrous. 
Certainly as soon a3 we got into the carriage, 
she began to talk in the old gay, random way, 
but it hardly seemed quite natural. 

‘What's the matter with you, Meg?” said I. 
‘* You are ever so much thinner.” 

“* My dear boy, it was the turning over new 
leaves,” said Meg. ‘I turned and turned till 
I grew dizzy and fairly wore myself out; and 
so soon as I took my eyes off them they all 
flew back again. So it is at the old leaf now, 
and there it’ll have to stop.” 

“* How is Mr. Weston,” I enquired, thinking 
it was better to have it over. 

‘* He’s to be married in a month,” said Meg, 
without swerving, ‘to Celia Doone. They've 
been engaged six weeks, and everybody says 
it’s no use waiting. He’s got a living at Mar- 
ten, so they'll settle down there for the pres- 
ent. Father's had to get a new curate. 
There’s much more scope at Marten for any- 
one of his abilities.” 

I did not speak. Marten was only eight 
miles away, and it flashed across me that it 
had better hava been further off. M2g went on: 

“I’m making them a sofa cover,” she said. 
“It’s nearly finisied. You must look at it as 
soon as we get home, and say if it isn’t pretty, 
It’s black satin. end all crewelled with roses 
and lilies, I thought I'd put in some forget- 

me-nots, but there seemed color enough with- 
out the blue.” 

“There'll b> a good many thorns among 
those roses, Meg,” said I, 

“* Will there?” she answered slowly. ‘I 
don’t know. It’s nc business of mine. I’ve 
not put them in the crewel work—not a thorn. 
It's only the lilies and the roses, like a little 
Eden here below.” 

And Meg smiled, I did no} like her smile. 

‘*It is preposterous,” I said. ‘‘He has no 
rght to marry another girl. He liked you.” 

‘*No,” said Meg, ‘* that was all a mistake. He 
wa} only very anxious about my spiritual wel- 
fare—he as good as told meso, What’s the 
matter, Jack? What’s that you're saying? 
He explained because—because I made a fool of 
myself, I let him know—it doesn’t matter, 
Jack, never throw yourself at a man’s head ! 
Oh, you can’t; I forgot: Well, then, never at 
a girl’s head ; for once lose your self-respect, 
and it’s all over with you. I've lost mine.” 

She had spoken very quietly, but now she 
touched the pony with the whip, and we drove 
on faster. 

“You haven't,” I said, ‘‘ and he is making a 
mistake,” 

“Why?” said Meg. ‘ She'll makea splendid 
minister's wife, Celia Doone will. She’il goin 
and out visiting, always as fresh asa fl)wer. 
She’s been as good as gold ever since I remember. 
I always tumbled downstairs and tore my 
frocks. She never tore her frock but once, and | 
then it was at a blackberry picnic, andI pushed 
her in among the brambles—-ever so far—be- 
cause she called me Miss Crosspatch.” 

Then Meg began to talk of other things till 
we reached home. I saw the sofa cover, which 
was nearly finished. I could not wholly admire 
it, but [did my beast, and Meg was satisfied. 
Her taste in colors was rich, if not barbaric 
but it seemed very probab!e to me that Mr. 
Weston would like it, and I rei:erated this 
opinion. 

The new curate had arrived, and though 
Mr. Weston was continually coming and going 
between Marten and Nunthorpe, we saw very 
listle of him. The weeks paised. Taree days 
before the appointed wedding day Meg took 
the sofa cover to C:lia, who received it gra- 
ciously and told her that Mr. Weston was at 
Marten but would be back that afternoon. 

Celia displayed the sofa cover to him when 
he came. She was not jealous of Meg in the 
least, being a girl without many intuitions; 
and never having heard of the hymn tunes in 
the twilight, she talked of her not unkindly, 
but as it was natural to talk of one for whom 
sie had a kind of liking, but who had often 
shocked and scandalized her. 

‘*I think there’s too much color,” she said, 
“but it was very dear of her, and how much 
time it must have taken! I never thought she 
was so fond of me, Marcus. I really never did. 
The tears quite came into her eyes once, If 
only she wasn't so very odd at times! [ have 
really almost wondered if there wasn’t some- 
thing in the family, Not on nice old Mr, Thirl- 
wall’s side, of course, but her mother was & 
curious, eccentric woman, from all I ever 
heard. We must ask her over to Marten some 
day: Poor child! Iam sureI should be glad 
to be kind to her, but you never know what 
she will do next. She has always been like 
that.” 

Aman of Weston’s type can stand a good 
deal, but Celia’s words jarred. He had never 
loved Meg—at least he often said to himself 
that he never loved her—yet there was a 
strong charm about her that apparently Celia 
hai mot remarked. He felt stirred, almost 
indignant, bat he did not let his indignation 
appear. Ouly he very 300m took up his hat. 

“I must goand see old Vickers, dear,” he 
said. “I fear he is dying.” 

‘But that is such a lomg way,” said Celia, 
with mingled reproach and admiration. She 
really loved Marcus ; all that he did was right 
in her eyes, and though she wanted him to 
stay, she felt that his going to see Vickers was 
‘*just like him ”—as, indeed, it was. The man 
had a high idea of his voeation, and discharged 
his duties eonscientiously, as a rule, 

It was hardly part of his pastoral duty, how- 
ever, to come back by the shore, which was 
half a mile further round, But then the even- 
ing was lovely, and so was the shore, and Mar- 
cus thought very highly of the sea, which had 
provided him with illustrations for some of his 
best sermons. All the same he had better not 
have gone that way. He did not exp:ct to 
meet Meg—no, But when he saw a spot of 
blue color on the rocks at some distance he 
knew what it was—her old blue dress that was 
not afraid of the spray. 

He might have turned back then, but he did 
not turn back, but hurried on. A batter man 
would have turned back—so would a worse 
ene. There mus; have been good in him for 
him to act so like a madman. I fancy he felt 
more like a madman just then than one would 
have conceived it possible for him to feel. 


























“Margaret,” he called, for she was turning 
homeward, ‘ Miss Thirlwall—Margaret.” 

The first time his voice was lost in the wind 
and sea; he had nearly reached her when she 
heard him, As she turned her face grew 
haughty, but the lovely carmine flushed it all 
the same. Then, as she looked at his eager, 
harassed face, she relented. Had he suffered, 
too, after all? If he had, she could forgive him 
everything. Her saint looked much more like 
a@ mortal man and spoke like one. To-night 
there were to be no platitudes, 

“*T haven’t seen you for two months,” he said 
half angrily. ‘‘ Why will you avoid me? You 
know—you must know—how dear our friend- 
ship is to me.” 

Meg did not speak, but she looked up quietly 
with her great eyes. He sank before them. 
There was a pause. - 

“No,” she said at last. ‘“‘I did not know. 
How should I? You—I mean that you are 
speaking to the wrong person,” 

‘You mean that you despise me,” said Mar- 
cus bitterly. ‘‘God knows I despise myself, 
too.” 

He was turning away without another word, 
but Meg could not let him go like that. 

“Stop,” she said. ‘I can never despise you. 
You know that. I shall always think—think 
of you asI did. I can’t alter so easily. But we 
can have no more to do with each other—never, 
never, You will be happy soon—far happier 
than if—oh, good-bye.” 

He caught her hand and kissed it, but she 
tore it away. 

**No,” she said. ‘‘Oh,I would let you if it 
wereonly I, But you are a minister; it mat- 
ters not what you do, And she—only this 
morning she was so kind to me. Oh, don’t 
break her heart!” 

She turned and left him. He did not try to 
follow her, only stood looking dumbly afcer her 
swift figure. It was an hour later that I met 
him on the way to Nunthorpe, walking slowly 
and likea min who is tired out. I did not 
speak, and though he looked at me it was with 
eyes that saw nothing. 

Meg was out when I reached the house—I had 
been to Nunthorpe on business—and I went 
down to the shore to se2k her, It was still 
early in the evening, and I found her very soon. 
But I was frightened when I saw her closely, 
though she did not look sorrowful—ah, no! It 
was the glow and light oa her face that 
frightened me, and her lips were curved with 
a faint smile. 

** Meg,” said I, ‘“‘ what is it now?” 

She turned to me, smiling still. 

“Nothing now,” she answered dreamily. 
**Oaly I'm happy, Jack. I'm very, very happy. 
Why shouldn't I be?” 

** Because,” I drove on desperately, * there is 
only one thing could make you look like that. 
You have seen—him, and—it’s no use, Meg, he’s 
nothing to you now, nor you to him,” 

‘‘Nothing,” said Meg sweetly, ‘‘ nothing, 
Jack.” 

She was leaning against an old gray bowlder, 
and she did not look at me as she spoke, but 
far out to sea. 

‘*I can’t help it, Meg,” I said bitterly. 
“Taere’s no one else but me to tell you. He's 
to be married in three days—and it won't do.” 

‘*No, it won’t do,” she replied. ‘’ It wouldn't 
matter for me, but it wouldn’t do for him, 
Did you think I had forgotten? I will think 
about it very soon, Jack—in an hour. But just 
now I should like to be alone, please. Oaly for 
an hour.” 

Silently I turned and left her, but as I went 
I looked back and saw her there, with the won- 
derful light still on her face and looking out to 
sea. 

Later in the evening I went back to seek for 
Meg. It was growing dark, and I half expected 
to meet her on the way, but I did not, nor was 
she where I had left her more than an hour 
ago. I called, but no one answered, and I con- 
cluded that she had gone round ty the Pyint, 
It was acliff with a precipitous path leading 
up it, to which Meg was partial. 

She always called it a short cut to the vicar- 
age, though it was no such thing. People 
spoke of it as dangerous at high tide, but Meg 
had climbed it ever since she was a little girl 
and laughed at the danger. I turned and 
hurried home. She must have reached home 
before now if my surmise was true. Bu: there 
was a strange terror at my heart. 

Meg had not come back. I don’t know what 
I did or said, but when I left the house again 
and rushed toward the shore they were all 
preparing to follow me. But I wae far before 
them, dashing towards the Point, stumbling 
on the slippery rocks, regaining my fouting 
and hurrying on again, sometimes stopping to 
eall, ‘“Meg! Meg.” 

The sky had grown very dark, only in the 
elouds overhead the moon was trying to break 
through, and in the west there was still one 
pale gleam where the sea and sky met. The 
wind was beginning to rise; it was soft, but 
very fresh. I remeneber how it felt against my 
face. The high tide was plashing gently 
against the rocks about the Point. 

“Meg! Meg!” 

There was no answer, 
be any answer. 

They said that she had grown bewildered in 
the gathering darkness, and lost her foothold 
in the one place where losing it meant death. 
It might be so. I think it wasso, But she 
was careless that night. 

Celia was married ncw more than ten years 
ago, bat not to Marcus. Late in the day as it 
was, that engagement was broken off, but the 
world outside heard little of the reason. Wes- 
ton never went to Marten. He is at Liverpool 
now, working far too hard, his friends say, 
and wearing owt before his time. But he him- 
self does nct think the work too hard. He has 
amission among the sailors, which I hear is 
“*much blessed.” 

Toat is all.—Longman’s Magazine. 
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There never would 





Giving Her a Lesson, 





It was 3 a.m, when he came in, and he had 
an idea that his wife would be asleep, Ideas 
don’t always realize. She wasn’t asleep. 

* This is a nice timeof night for you to be 
coming in,” she said, explosively, and he 
dropped his shoes on the floor with a dull 
thud. 

“Beg your pardon, m’ dear,” he replied, 
thickly. 

“This is a nice time of night, indeed, for a 


husband to be coming home,” she replied, with 


more emphasis than before. 


**You will excuse m’ dear, if I differ with 
“Tt isn’t 
anice time for a man to be coming home, and 
I am astonished and pained that you should 
knowingly make a statement that is so lacking 
You ought to set your husband a 
batter example,” and then he stumbled around 


you on that point,” he said slowly. 


in veracity. 


the house in the dark and got to bed somehow. 
—Detroit Herald, 





They K‘cked. 


A philanthropic old reporter picked up two 
half-frozen, half-starved little bootblacks on 
North street the other day, and taking them 
into a coffee-house he set up a fine meal for 
them both. 

“‘Thanky, sir,” said the boys, and pitched in 
like good fellows. When their appetites 
began to slacken one turned to the other and 
said: 

“Say, Jimmy, let’s kick on der grub.” 

‘**Kick on der grub? You's got a red, w’ite 
an’ blue wheel in your head, ain’t you?) Why, 
Chod, she’s a dern sight better grub’n we ever 
see in all our lives!” 

‘“‘Dat’s wot’s der matter, Jimmia, but every 
chump in der house ’Il know dat ‘less we kicks 
on sumpin!” 

* Does we gotter kick, Chod?” 

‘* Dat’s wot we does, er we ain’t no swells fer 
pins.” 

‘* Well, den, less kick on der soop-bowls wid 
der lemming rines an’ water in ’em |” 

And they kicked accordingly. 








Conkling’s Statue. 





Joe Howard says in his column in the Record- 
er that while Roscoe Conkling was considerable 
of a man in his way, he was not a Washington 
or Lincoln, who have their statues in Union 
Square, the vacant corner of which is reserved 
for Grant. Howard suggests several other 
places, however, where Conkling’'s statue would 
be very appropriate, all of which is correct and 
to the point. 

The great man who desires to have a statue, 
or a monument, after he has gone hence, should 
attend to it himself bafore he dies. He might 
pay forit at the same time, and thus lifta 
heavy load off the minds of his fellow citizens. 

Conkling, like many other great men, has a 
monument in the hearts of the people. Such 
a monument cannot be purchased. That's why 
he has it there. 

A nice large bust, or a tall monument, ora 
dark brown statue is a very good arrangement 
to keep the vox populi from forgetting all 
about the departed statesman, but all of them 
put together cannot compete, in recalling the 
virtues of the deceased, with a neglected grave. 
A grave that is properly neglected every year 
will receive more mention in the newspapers 
than a dozen fiidiitimients, no matter how 
pretty they may appear to theeye. And then 
think of the chsapness. For the money re- 
quired to “sculpt” and erect a statue the 
friends of the departed can have a dozen 
neglected graves in out-of-the-way places. 
Verily, the neglected grave is the thing to keep 
your memory green. Try it.—Zexas Siftings, 

——s 


What She Knew About Dogs. 


Nick is an oftize boy employed on Broadway. 
He turned up in the offise the other day with 
an ungainly looking cur hanging on toa tat- 
tered rope which he had improvised from some 
remnants in the ash barrel. The chief clerk 
shook his head resolutely at Nick’s proposition 
that the canine should b:come one of the offize 
staff. Nick said it was too cold for thorough- 
bred dogs to be wandering about without a 
home. The clerk said that it was acur and 
had better die anyway, 3> Nick led his acqui- 
sition off into the street, 

tie was looking about as dejected as the cur, 
when a lady met him who looked as if she 
might have picked up her information ‘about 
cauines at the dog show. 

She accosted Nick and asked him’ what he 
would take for the dog. 

** Seventy-five cents,” said Nick. 

The woman took out a half a dollar and com- 
promised. Then she led the dog off in tri- 
umph, 

When Nick got back to the office the chief 
clerk said to him: ‘* Nick, you’re im luck ; 
there's a ten dollar reward offered for your dog 
inthe Herald this morning.” Nick began to 
feel giddy. ‘* Tne description tallies exactly. 
Taka it round to 15 Irving place and get your 
ten dollars,” added the clerk. Nick slid out of 
the office without making any reply, amd just 
as he reached the steps of No. 15 he met the 
woman who had bought the dog coming down 
with a new ten-doliar bill in her hand, and a 
smile on her face which made Nick go off and 
kick himself all over.—New York Sunday 
Mercury. 
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The Curse of Wealth. 


What is ca'led the “ humble classes ” in this 
country have much to worry them and make 
them peevish. Just now even the one-cent 
papers are teaming, so to ,speak, with illustra- 
tions and descriptions of Mr, Waldorf Astor’s 
purehase of the Duke of Westmunster’s splen- 
did estate of Clikeden on) the banks of the 
Thames, Mr. Astor paid a few millions of the 
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old reliable tonic and 
blood-purifier, 


AYERS 


can have 
no substitute. 
Cures others, 
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money he gets from the rent of his New York 
houses, 

There are a great many people jn this country 
who have as hard a time raising a dollar as the 
boy had after he had swallowed a silver coin 
of that denomination, These poverty-stricken 
folks, who have no business on this earth, any- 
how, become discontented when they read in a 
borrowed penny paper of the fine time the 
Astors are having. To counteract the effect of 
the published gorgeousness of the Astors the 
press should remind the humb'e classes of the 
miseries of great wealth. 

In the first place, we should not seek to ac- 
quire wealth, because high livers suffer tor- 
ments from the gout. All who live high, ex- 
cept the angels—and they are supposed to live 
very high—suffer from dyspepsia. Vast wealth 
is a curse to any man, because how bad it must 
have made Dives feel when he realized that he 
had so much more than other people to leave 
when he died. Moreover, great wealth is an 
enemy to self-reliance. As soon as a man owns 
a canoe he wants to hire somebody else to 
paidle it. There are other curses of wealth, 
and by the way, one of them, patented by the 
Vanderbilt family, is: ‘‘The public be 
damned,” 

However, we should never despise a man 
merely because he is rich and can give good 
dinners. He may be poor some day. Besides, 
there is always a field for the man who can 
live for fifty cents a week. It is called the 
Potter's field. 

There is moreover a remedy for exaggerated 
wealth. If you have too much money start a 
religious daily in a big city. That explains 
why the late Mail and Express did not leave 
a larger fortune than it did.—Texas Siftings. 





Something Funny About It, 


Bagley—I suppose you are going to start 
your new paper in the interest of some ism. 
Bailey— Yes ; I shall make the main plea of 
ni that America is for Americans, 
agley— Oh, you are going to make a humor- 
ous paper of it, eh? 





What It Is Coming To. 


Book Agent—Am I addressing the lady of 
the house? 

Bridget—Shure, but Oi am jist goin’ t’ th’ 
matinee, an’ th’ other leedy is too busy gittin’ 
dinner t’ talk t’ yez 
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- WORTH A GUINEA A BOX.” 
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Sorice 


Complying with general re- 
quest, 
BEECHAM’S PILLS 


will in future for the United 
States be covered with 


A Tasteless and 
Soluble Coating, 


completely disguising the 

taste of the Pill without in any 

way impairing its efficacy. 

Wholesale Agts. Evans & Sons, Ld, Montreal, 
For sale by ail druggists, 





ET 


by using Dr. Edison’s Famous 
Pille and Bands and Obesity Fruit 
Salt; it will reduce your weight 
without dieting; is perfectly 
harmless, and the cost is but 


slight. Send for our eight-column artic!e on Obesity, 
sent free. Order goods from our stores by mail or 
express. Price of bind, $250 and up. Pills, $1.50 
per bottle ; and Fruit Salt, $1.00 per bottle. Address 


LORING & Co. 


Stores at 117 State street, Chicago, Ill., Dept. No. 8 ; 
2 Hamilton Place, Boston, Mass., Dept. No. 40; 40 
West 221d street, New York city, Dept. No. 40 


Scott’s 
Emulsion 


of Cod-liver Oil and Hypophosphites 
is both a food and a remedy. Itis 
useful as a fat producer and at the 
same time gives vital force to the 
It is beneficial in 


CONSUMPTION 


because it makes fat and givesstrength, 
It is beneficial for 


SICKLY CHILDREN 


because they can assimilate it when 
they cannot ordinary tood. 
It is beneficial for 


COUGHS AND COLDS 


because it heals the irritation of the 
throat and builds up the body and 
overcomes the difficulty. 


“CAUTION,” —Beware of substitutes, 
Genuine prepared by Scott & Bowne, 
Belleville. Sold by all druggists. 

SOc. and $1.00. 


body. 
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Gt No Alkalies 
bm 


a & Other Chemicals 


iy are used in the 
ad preparation of 







” W. BAKER & €O.’S 


" \Breakfast Cocoa 


which is absolutely 
pure and soluble. 


) thas morethan three times 
the strength of Cocoa mixed 
with Starch, Arrowroot or 

a Sugar, and is far more eco- 
nomical, costing less than one cent @ cup. 
It is delicious, nourishing, and EASILY 
DIGESTED. daiientiad 

Sold by Grocers everywhere. 


W. BAKER & CO., Dorchester, Mass, 
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Best, Easiest to Uso and Cheapest. 
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The Drama. 


NE of the most important events 

for mention this week is Miss 

Jessie Alexander's recital in 

the Pavilion last Friday night. 

The great building was com- 

fortably filled and the recep- 

tion which the gifted elocu- 

tionist received on this, her 

first appearance since her serious illness, must 

have ina measure recom pensed her fora winter 

of enforced retirement. When she quietly 

stepped upon the stage a spontaneous cut- 

burst of applause arose from ground floor and 

gallery, and all evening a feeling of friend- 

liness pervaded the place. A common inter- 

est in that slight figure upon the plat- 

form united all present, and a consciousness 

that she had her auditors well in hand caused 

Miss Alexander to surpass herself. She is so 

well known that nothing new can be said of 

her performance on Friday night furiher than 
that she is more admired than ever. 


The large audiences that were atiracted to 
the Academy of Music by the Gorman Bros,’ 
Minstrels prove that Toronto audiences can 
enjoy a good thing when it is proffered them, 
while Manager Whitney is to be congratulated 
upon the move he made in providing a class of 
entertainment that is away above anything 
that has been seen at the Academy for some 
time. The various features of the show were 
of a good order, the songs, both part and 
chorus, were well rendered. and the dancing 
was very clever. The club swinger’s perform- 
ance was a rare treat for those who under- 
stand that branch of gymnastics, the muscular 
force necessarily called into play being entirely 
lost sight of in the grace of the performer's 
movements, and the spectators thus spared the 
disagreeable feelings which are called up when 
purely violent, ungraceful actions are witnessed. 
The balancing work of an India rubber indi- 
vidual was thrilling enough to make the spec- 
tators hold their breath, which was perhaps a 
good thing, a3 it gave them an opportunity to 
recover from the effects of the laughter caused 
by the humorous remarks of the “colored 
gemmen,” who held the boards for half an 
hour, talking a strange mixture of wit and 


nonsense, 
* 


Miss Pauline Johnson recently gave her 
hundredth recital for this season to a large 
and delighted audience in Dundas. Such a 
record in alittle over six months is certainly 
creditable to Miss Johnson and a proof, if one 


were needed, that not only her poems, but her | 


rendition of them, are appreciated by the Cana- 
dian public. She will shortly make her first 
appearance in New York, and during the next 


two months has been engaged to appear at | 


several of the spring teachers’ institutes in the 
province. 


* 

Muggs’ Landing is a trifle wearisome and 
hardly came up to expectations. There isa 
lack of interest in the piece which creates 
apathy in the audience. The three leading 
characters are well taken, but they are all 
comic, and the other parts are not sufficiently 
well played or conceived to create a contrast 
and enlist the sympathy of the spectators, 


Muggs and her allies are clever, and there is | 


no doubt of their triumphing over Abel D'xon, 
who, however shrewd he may be, fails to im- 
press anyone else with a sense of his acumen. 
He struck me as being an extremely stupid 
man, but whether that was my fault, that of 
the actor, or of the playwright, I don’t know. 
Miss Leola Belle, who plays Muggs, is a clever, 
lively actress, and R. Shields and W. Peters 
are also good, but the remaining members of 


the company are poor and not all the acting of | 


the three mentioned could save the piece from 
becoming heavy. 


° 

The Boston Symphony’s date at the Grand 
for Tuesday night last was canceled, much to 
the regret of music lovers, and for reasons 
which I have neglected to ascertain. 


The Grand may be said to have closed for the 
season, with the exception of the gladly hailed 
return of the Ramsey Morris stock company 
in Joseph for the week of May 24th. 


Turner's English Girls will appear at the 
Academy of Music this evening. 


The Academy of Music has almost closed its 
season, but there is at least one big attraction 
remaining. The Robin Hood Opera Company 
will return for May 15, 16 and 17, It is to be 
hoped that Caroline Hamilton and the inimit- 
able Mostyn will not be left behind in New 
York. On its former visit this company car- 
ried Toronto by storm. Next week Stetson’s 
Uncle Tom’s Cabin Company will hold the 
boards and during Queen’s Birthday week the 
closing attraction will be You and I. 

Under the patronage of His Honor the Lieuten- 
ant Governor and Mre. Kirkpatrick, the Macca 
bees’ dramas will be repeated at the Grand this 
afternoon and evening. A fine programme 
will be furnished and good houses should re. 
spond to the enterprise of the Knights. 


The City Club will appear at Jacobs and 
Sparrow’s Opera House on Monday night next 
and continue there throughout the week. It 
is called a delightful farce comedy and has 
some novel calcium light effects. 

* 


Moore's Musee has a strong list of attractions 


this week, both in the curio hall and the 
“ theatorium,” as Orator Baker calls it. In the 
former are Ritter, king of potters, who turns 
cut work, both useful and ornamental, at a 
rate which ensbles one to understand why the 
pottery trade is so dull in England and the 
market overstocked. I saw him make acup 
and saucer in thirty-eight seconds. Siebert, 
an Albino, with the hair and eyes of Robert 
Lowe, Viscount Sherbrooke, of match tax 
fame’; Chas. Young, whose clever work I men- 
tioned last week, and M. H. De Gray are all 
good in their way. The latter is a man 
skilled in mesmerism and half a dozen other 
isms, all of which he practices upon Mlle. 
Josey hine, whom he puts to sleep,and then 
with malice aforethought proceeds tosit and 
stand on her when she is stretched across two 


chairs. I recommend this treatment to 
those who are blessed (?) with refractory 
spouses. Mlle. Josephine when she is 


not being sat upon, carries water in a 
sieve like the Roman. vestal of old. 
Down in the theater the Hoffman trio sustain 
the reputation of their countrymen in the 
Tyrol, as being wonderful warblers, and are 
followed by Jane A. Baker, who is a sure anti- 
dote for blues, ennui or melancholia, funny 
enough to chase away a London fog. Miss 
Marden has a good voice and knows how to 
use it, but the theater is too small for her and 
she has the, not bad, fault of singing songs 
which are not appreciated by all the audience. 
The Baker Bros. give an extremely fanny act. 
In addition to considerable abilities as musi- 
cians and comedians, they are the happy pos- 
sessors of the most extraordinary dog that 
ever existed. 
eyes heavenward and every other ward, and 
equawks when its tailis tramped upon. Mile. 
Reyval closes the performance by singing with 
allthe vivacity and entrain of a Parisienne with 
a halo of electric lights on her head and a gar- 


land across her dress, The effect is very pretty 
indeed, but one cannot avoid a tremoras the 
idea suggestsitself that if the insulation of 


the wires is not perfect Mile. Reyval runs a 


risk of going up in smoke or ascending to 


heaven by wire. D. G. 





Magda'ena Appolonia. 





UCH was hername. She came from 


law of the President. 


to her native country. 

‘There is no place like Canada, 
man. 
what is wages when you are lonely ?” 

The heart of her young mistress swelled with 
patriotism, and she overlooked the fact that 
Magdalena Appolonia bore no references 
either from the land of the free or elsewhere. 

So Confusion and Magdalena Appolonia 
reigned in the bright new kitchen, and the 
afternoon sun shone on the greasy pots of 
yesterday's dinner. 

The mistress of the house said, ‘ Good 
cooks are dirty,” and the master praised her 





when she had a cold. 

In the moment of tender confidence before 
obtaining permission to attend a sleighing 
party and return early next morning, Mag- 
dalena Appolonia informed her mistress of her 
| great likeness to the beautiful wife of the 
President, whose picture was sweeping over 
the face of the United States with a velocity ex- 
ceeding that of acyclone. Magdalena Appolonia 
went tothe sleighing party. 

Before this, she had won great praise from 
her master for her modesty and the zeal with 
which she attended to his few wants. 

‘This is an excellent girl, my dear, and quite 
pretty ; we must keep her.” His wife mar- 
veled that men should have been born so 
simple. 

For weeks the lady of the house had haunted 
the dining-room and pantry with up-lifted nos 
trils. High mental culture had not deprived 
her of the means of detecting that smell which 
rushes in at the side door along with a request 
for afew centsto pay for a night’s lodging. 


| During Magdalena Appolonia’s absence she 


found it in the lowest right-hand cupboard be- 
hind the pantry door—a black bottle, short 
and square, which revealed fascinating glints 
of color when held up against the pantry win- 
dow. It wasempty, but the fragrance haunted 
it still. 

When confronted by it later, Magdalena 
Appolonia said she would leave instantly, 
‘*not being used to snakes, ma'am, coming only 
from the blessed sod this very summer.” She 
never let a foolish regard for the truth spoil a 
good story. 

So departed Magdalena Appolonia, leaving 
behind her relics strange and various, whose 
removal occupied a man and a horse for half a 
day. 

The departing load was rendered conspicuous 
by a chaste arrangement of black bottles, all 
of which the interested scavenger found to be 
empty. PENNY. 
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She Bought It Cheap, 


E had come up from Montreal on a 
visit to-his wealthy but irascible 
old maiden aunt, and as he got into 
the coupe in which she had driven 
down to the Union Depot to meet 

him he laid himself out to captivate the old 
lady, for he vas her favorite nephew, so far, and 
had expectations from her. 

** Did you tell the cabby where to drive, Aunt 
Emily 7?” he asked before closing the door. 

“Oh! he knows,” answered his aunt, some- 
what surprised at his calling her own private 
coachman a “cabby,” for the turnout was a 
new investment and her greatest pride, and 
though it certainly did resemble a livery out- 
fit, to intimate so much in her hearing was to 
offer the deadliest insult imaginable. ‘‘ Why do 
you call him ‘ cabby?’” she added. 

‘Oh |” replied her nephew, ‘‘ we call them all 
‘cabbies’ in Montreal, unless it’s a regular 
private carriage, and I can always distinguish 
one of them from an old, varnished-up livery 
rig like this,” 








** You see,” he went on, mistaking her disap- 
proving glare for a look of surprise, ‘ a cabby’s 
a cabby all the world over, You can put a silk 
























































It «mokes, expectorates, rolls its 


the great American Republic, where 
she had been cook to the mother-in- 
Leaving the 
flesh-pots of Egypt, she had returned 


You get more money in the States, but 


because she made heavenly buns with sugar 
on top and currants inside, but he did not 
know that she used his best silk handkerchief 


hat on his head, and a brass- buttoned coat on his 
back, but you can’t disguise him in that man- 
ner. You ought to have a carriage of your 
own, Aunt Emily. Anyone could tell this was 
not. Hark at those squeaky old springs and 
the way the shafts rattle, and those axies 
haven’t had any grease on for a year, judging 
from the way they creak. Then look at the 
man himeelf ; not even arug to cover up the 
patches on his pants and with his fingers com- 
ing through his gloves. Not that I mind it, 
bless you, but you are different, and therefore 
I think, auntie, that you really ought to buy a 
carriage.” 

“Thank you, Edward,” she replied, and the 
window frosted over as she spoke, *‘ thank you 
for the advice, but it is already followed.” 

“What! Have you got one, then—where is 
it?” “ 

‘* We are sitting in it at present, Edwerd,” 
replied his aunt in freezing tones. 

She spent the rest of the drive in a mental de- 
bate whether to make her will in favor ofa 
thirty-second cousin or blow it in on some 
charitable institution, while the luckless 
Edward kicked himself in the spirit and ac- 
sured himself beneath his breath that his 
name was “ Dinnis.” UNCLE ARTIE. 

eR 
Where The Judge Was Silent 


O man on the Canadian bench is 

more punctilious than Justice 

Robertson, who is not by any 

means an old man yet. He will not 

tolerate the slightest breach of 

court etiquette either in language or manner, 

and he seldom fails to interpose when a lawyer 
or witness commences to grow hazy. 

At Chatham a few days ago, His Lordship 
had occasion to hear a case in which an old 
colored gentleman was a material witnese. 
The latter spoke in a husky voice, and the 


aslong as he could. At last he interposed : 

‘* Witness, I desire you to speak more clearly. 
Your utterance is so thick that I can hardly 
understand a word you say.” 


do their hollerin’ very plain, d’ye see, boss?” 
The “boss” did not interfere again. 
PEACEFUL JONES, 








Here is One For Yourself. 


himself talk is a public nuisance, 


a while. 
paragraph is built like a self setting rat trap, 


again, keeps right on as long as he can get 
anyone to smell at his stale bit of cheese, and 
when nibblers run out, keeps on opening and 
shutting mechanically as long as there is any- 
thing with life in sight. 

Ue knows nothing about exhausted nature 
and never heard of clockwork. 


as to whether dynamite would fetch him. 


kind of a huckleberry, is to try and get him 
committed to gaol. If you can’t do that, do 
the next best thing and strike for the States. 

Then there is the beast who bawls at you 
when there is no occasion for anything above a 
whisper. The best way to deal with this kind 
of a vcecalist is to coax him on till his voice 
cracks. If that won’t work, do all your con- 
versation with him by telephone. 

As forthe truculent ruffian who interrupts 
you when you are making a speech, dare him 
to come out from behind his mouth, compli- 
ment him on the size of that organ; tell him 
that it is a fine large expanse of aperture, and 
that you feel convinced that there is a great 
future before it. Assure him that you are cer 
tain that with such a glorious mouth he can 
swallow anything, and wind up by beseeching 
him, in feeling terms, for heaven’s sake to com 
mence by swallowing himself. G. J. A. 
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Kisses that Keep. 








They have been married years and years, yet 
never had he gone away from the breakfast 
table in the morning without a good-bye kiss, 
until a friend came to visit them, one of those 
cynical, time-soured bachelors who find fault 
with everybody and everything, and decide for 
themselves that the whole rcheme of creation 
is wrong. 

The friend did not say anything at the time, 
although the kiss jarred on his sense of the 
proprieties, but he waited till he had his host 
by the ear, so to speak, then he said : 

“You seem to keep the honeymoon pretty 
well, George. Must be a deuced bore, too, 
when the romance is over.” 

Then good, weak George began to get wabby 
in his mind, and had a silly fear that his friend 
was making fun of him, 

** Yes,” he said, as he lighted a cigar, ‘‘it is 
rather a bore, don’t you know, but the little 
woman expects it.” 

“I dare say,” resumed the friend, “ but I 
wouldn’t coddle her any more if I were you. 
It's toc—too demestic, you see, for this age. 
Makes a man seem spoony and weak,” 

“Yes, I've thought so myself. Guess I'll 
turn over a new leaf with the little woman.” 

The little woman, who had more sense in he: 
least finger than George had in his whole 
body, was greatly surprised when her hus- 
band threw his breakfast napkin on his plate, 
rose in haste and with a cackled “‘ Ta-ta, dear,” 
ran off without the customary salute. But 
she didn’t say anything, and bided her time. 
It came sooner than was expected. 

George went home at night withont the 
friend, who had returned whence he came. At 
dinner George was silent and morose, and the 
little woman asked : . 

** Anything gone wrong to-day?” 

“Yes, Everything. Lost $20 out of my 
vest pocket.” 

‘* Too bad, but it might have been worse,” 

‘* Then I mislaid some valuable papers that I 
carried in the inside pocket of my coat— it’s 
just been one of my worrying days, don’t you 
know.” 

“George,” said the little woman in a calm, 







































judge stood his almost unintelligible sentences 


** Well boss,” returned the old negro, while 
the counsel stood aghast, ‘‘ when folks git as 
old as you an’ me, they don’t find it so easy to 


HE man who is too fond of hearing 


No one objects to listening to a 
“man who js worth hearing, or 
even listening to a crank once in 
But the individual referred to in this 


if he misses you the first time he sets himself 


There are 
even grave doubts in the minds of scientists 


The only thing to do when your luck deserts 
you and ycu find yourself saddled with this 








the loveliest piece of china in jhe house,”— 


sweet voice, ‘‘don’t 
you thivok it all 
happened because 
you went away 
without a good- 
bye kiss¢ I've had 
a worrying day, 
too, and I laid it 
all to that.” 

**By Jove, little 
woman, I believe 
you'reright, Queer 
but I really be- 
lieve there’s some- 
thing in it!” 

* And here is the 
money; you drepp- 
ed*it on the hall 
floor in your hurry. 
And the papers are 
probably in your 
other coat — you 
know you changed 
this morning.” 

“That settles it, 
little woman,” and 
George gave her 
the kiss he had 
omitted in the 
morning with in- 
terest, and if the 
friend could have 
seen it he would 
have gnashed his 
teeth—but he \ 
didn’t. — Detroit 
Free Press. 





About Earthquakes. 





The island of Zante has been visited by 
several destructive earthquakes, and as might 
be expected real estate has taken a big tumble. 

The people of Zante are not as fortunate as 
classic Boston,' as they can never have an 
earthquake at the hub. If they had one it 
would only be an earthquake, but ‘seismic 
phenomenon.” 

There was an earthquake however, last 
November, and a great many people are still 
suffering from the consequences. Itis reassur- 
ing to know that the Republican politicians do 
most of the suffering. 

Earthquakes are propably intended to convey 
a great moral lesson. They teach us—or at 
least they should teach us—not to be selfish. 
After the quake there are people who don’t 
want the earth as much as they did. 

After an earthquake in Kentucky, a new 
drink called ‘“‘the earthquake protector” was 
invented. After a man had taken a few of 
them, an ordinary earthquake had no more 
effect on him thanaslight chill. In fact, he 
will walk right up to an earthquake and invite 
it to hit him. 

When it comes to the land agitation, Ireland 
is notin it with Zante. In comparison, the 
Ulster question is a very insignificant affair. 

It was a great mistake to suppose, as has 
been asserted by some scientists, that earth- 
quakes were the demonstrations of pent-up 
gas. Earthquakes were in style hundreds of 
years before gas was invented. 

Karthquakes are very common in California. 
When they are in season and a man calls fora 
cocktail, the barkeeper, having prepared the 
ingredients, waits for an earthquake to come 
along and shake them.— Texas Siftings. 





Love’s Young Dream. 





A man met with a sextant the other day 
going on a surveying expedition, says a writer. 

‘* Where are you going?” I asked. 

** Just a piece out to run some lines.” 

** Fine instrument.” 

‘* Yes ; but it lost me my first love.” 

** How so?” 

‘* Weil, I was taking a sight on a hill-side, on 
which was a blackberry patch. Just as I got 
the bearing on my point of observation, one of 
the most beautiful girls I ever laid eyes on— 
white frock, jaunty bonnet, all except the 
wings—came within range.” 

** Well?” 

‘“*Iturned pale around my heart, lost my 
vearings, and then became totally engrossed 
in the contemplation of her figure.” 

** What else?” 

** She stooped, not to conquer, but to pluck a 
bleckberry. Sheturned her face toward me 
unconsciously, curved her lips, and if a volcano 
had sudderly yawped its jaws I would not 
have been so astounded. She dropped a 
blackberry, apparently as bigasa young pig, 
into that ruddy cavern (you see that { forgot 
I was looking through a sextant), and then [ 
wished that I was dead. 

‘*That was the end of love’s young dream 
with me, and I have remained a bachelor ever 
since,”— Chicayo Journal, 
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What Was Broken. 


The lissome form of the beautiful woman 
was shaken by the convulsions of her grief, and 
the fixed look of dumb, hopeless misery in her 
dark eyes was pitiful beyond words, 

‘Marian, Marian, for your own sake be 
calm,” entreated her friend as she knelt by her 
side and tenderly removed the hands that had 
covered the hot, tear-stained face. ‘ Tell me 
what it all means, dear.” 

“IT cannot, I cannot,” was the dull, listless 
reply. ‘‘No—no; I never can tell anyone,” 

‘* You must—you shall,” insisted the other 
firmly. “‘I cannot bear to see all biightness 
crushed out of your life without sharing the 
burden with you, sweet. Perhaps it will make 
you feel better.” 

‘*Nothing can do that now. But I will tell 
you. It is best you, should know all, 
perhaps. You—you remember that horrid 
creature from Cadillac whom I engaged as cook 
last week? Oh,:I thought she was such a para- 
gon. So young and modest and dainty in her 
ways! I—I had every confidence in hers And 
this morning I happened to step into the din- 
ing-room just as there was a great crash in the 
kitchen. I opened the door quickly and saw 
my new soup tureen lying in fragments on the 
floor and my husband kissing the cook.” 

‘** The monster |!" hissed her friend. 

“ Yes,” sobbed the stricken woman, “it was 
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It Is Not Always May. 








The sun is bright—the air is clear, 
The darting swallows soar and ting, 
And from the etately elms I hear 
The blue-bird prophesying Spring. 


So blue yon winding river flows, 
It seems an outlet from the eky, 
Where, waiting till the west wind blowe, 
The freighted clouds at anchor lie. 


All things are new ;—the bude, the leaves, 
That gild the elm-tree’s noddirg orest, 

And even the nest beneath the eaves ;— 
There are no birds in Jast year’s nest ! 


All thirge r joice in ycuth and Icvr, 
The fulness ¢f their first delight ! 

And learn from the ecft heavens above 
The meltirg tenderness of night. 


Maiden, that read’st this simple rhyme, 
Er joy thy youth, it will not stay ; 

Er joy the fragrance of thy prime, 
For O, it is not always May ! 


En joy the Spring of Love and Youth, 
To some good angel leave the rest ; 
For Time will teach thee soon the truth, 
There are}ro birds in last year’s nest! 
— Longfillow 


Nursery Tales Re-told. 





THE FLY AND THB &PIDER. 
For Saturday Night. 
*Twixt @ poplar tall and an old stone wall 
Hung the silken web «fa spider small, 
And a lezy hornet paused to rest 
On the tree, from which was hung the nest 
Of the epider emal). 


And a single etrand of the silken snare, 
Fluttering in the balmy air, 
Clung to that hornet’s hinder limb 
And rather irritated him, 
As he rested there. 


So he gave a pull to the tickling thread, 
Which etartled the spider overhead, 
Who, quite undaunted by his tize, 
Came_out to stalk this king of flics, 
With noiseless tread. 


Now, a hornet’s wings are not the thinge 
To fail that bird when a spider stings, 
Nor ie he likely to prance along, 
As did the fiy in that old song 

The epider sings. 


So, when she came, his nibs to woo, 
He fluttered his gauze and away he fit w ; 
And, having read that good old song, 
He took the parlor right along, 

And the spider, too. 


And they headed straight for a white-capped bay 
Which gleamed in the sunlight far away, 
But if he shook her as he fiew, 
Or dumped her into the waters blue, 
I cannot say. 


Ye spiders who possess eight legs, 
And ye who have but two, 

The poet (?) here his moral begs 
To introduce to you : 

When building webs for foolish flies, 
Take care to make thy .n strong, 

But just lie low and close your evs2 
When hornets come along. 


Kitty Marlow. 


Uncie Artin. 





For Saturday Night. 


The soft breeze was sighing, 

The daylight was d) iag, 

As into the garden stepped Kitty Marlow. 

Oh, fair as a flower 

She looked in that hour, 

Aye ! fairer than any which blossom and blow. 


Yet sadly she grieved 

“Of joy bereaved, 

Oh Marmaduke, Marmaduke, never to guess 

That a maid’s sweetest token 

Is rarely outepoken 

And when the says ‘no’ she so often means ‘yes.’” 


Long years have I fretted 

And sadly regretted, 

While exiled by sorrow you wander unknown | 
Oh, fay of good forture 

Go, kindly importune 

My loved one and whisper “ She lingers alone.” 


* Far, far would I travel,” 
A step on the gravel, 
A voice in the silence rinze clear and serene 
“* Where's Kitty ? my Kitty ?” 
Ab, changed is the ditty, 
“It ie! no it isn't! On! Marmaduke Dene |” 
F. M. Da.aFosss. 


The Plaint of a Pessimist, 


Nothing to do but work, 
Nothing to eat but food, 
Nothing to wear but olothes, 
To keep one from going nude. 


Nothing to breathe but air, 
Quick as a flash ‘tis gone ; 

Nowhere to fall but < ff, 
Nowhere to stand but on. 


Nothing to comb but hair, 
Nowhere to sleep but in bed, 

Nothing to weep but tears, 
Nothing to bury but dead. 


Nothing to sing but songs, 
Ab, well, alas ! alaok | 

Nowhere to go but out, 
Nowhere to come but back. 





Nothing to see but sights, 
Nothing to quench but thirst, 
Nothing to have but what we've got ; 
Thus through life we're cursed. 


Nothing to strike but a gait; 
Everything moves that goer. 
Nothing at all but common sense 
Oan ever withstand these woes, 
—Chicago Mail, 





~o 
. The Proper Way, 
Olive—He had been refused by all the girls 





in our set before she accepted him, 


Violet—So he was well shaken before taken, 
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Between You and Me. 


H, YOU are such an ideal. 
ist” said somebody, good- 
naturedly chaffing Lady 
Gay, when. she was seri- 
ously inclined. And very 
solemnly I allowed I was. 
Why shouldn’t I allow it, 

“and accept the allegation to the confusion of 

the allegator? When a woman swears off 
idealism, she becomes a sort of nondescript 
creature, with no little feminine enthusiasms, 
no pets, no dreams, no hopes, no nothing. 
Such women prod needles into plain sewing 
and cry “‘ Don't talk to me about men! They’re 
all alike!” and their tone conveys wl at the 
likeness must resemble. Such women let them- 
selves grow old with self-debasing vindictive- 
ness they drag their hair oft their foreheads, 
and wisp it up anyhow they wear ill cut 
and unbecoming gowns with a hardened ur- 
concern that frightens folks; they go about 
with that dullness of the eyes and sternness 
of the mouth that proclaim the lack of hope 
within them, Their voices grow harsh and 
bitter-toned, their footsteps fall tuneless along 
the rock-road of common sense, They look 
straight ahead, neither up nor down, right, or 
left. They make me tired. 


* 

What should we do without our ideals? 
Would one in a thousand of us ever get married ? 
Would one inften fhousand stay married a week 
if we could not idealize the man or woman 
we were bound to? Idealism keeps the world 
going, smooths the rough, gilds the brass, 
paints tints on every sordid gray stone and 
clod, leadsir her twin sister, Hope, with “‘starry 
eyes far seeing mid the gloom,” and together 
they lift thegroveling spirit, breathe songs into 
silent lipsandlaughterinto dull faces. Idealism 
makes heaven and love, and life worth living. 
Idealism contents the mother with her unat- 
tractive or puny offspring idealism breathes 
forgiveness to the erring husband, the way- 
ward son, the flippant daughter; idealism 
helps the missionary, the pioneer, the poor, the 
frail, the weary. Things are not to them as 
they are (if one may be a little Irish), but as 
their idealism paints them. Without idealism 
you and I would abhor each other, ourselves, 
and life. Just think a moment, and confess it 
is your necessity as well as mine to be some" 
what of an idealist. 
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* 


Idealism is intensely practical, as practical as 
the act of putting quinine upin capsules, which 
has always seemed to me the most blessed and 
wonderful cuteness of this century. There 
are always three ways of meeting life and 
its affairs. One can be combative, unacquies- 
cent, rebellious, or lymphatic, submissive and 
enduring, or hopeful, brave and determinately 
hafpy through all. Suppose you haveadisagree- 
able metier, it is quite possible to so stifle the 


spirit of rebellion, to so train and dis- 
cipline nerves and will, that you can 
follow it with heart free and spirit un- 


tinged with gloom on its account. I 
remember very long ago being punished for 
some unprecedented childish devilment, by 
having the usual hearty meal curtailed to one 
slice of stale dry bread. I was hungry and I 
was imaginative. I decided to imagine myself 
a political prisoner (I had been reading some 
old-time history), and I arranged that I should 
be starved to force me to betray my sovereign. 
All details are supertiuous. I accepted the 
stale bread with what I fancied was an air of 
incorruptible loyalty, but which drew from 
nurse uncomplimentary comments. I ate 





it slowly to nourish myself and _ be 
strong under trial, J never enjryed any- 
thing so much in my life! The meal 


was so idealized that bread crusts repre- 

sented loftier and nobler food than the 

nectar and ambrosia of Olympus. I often find 

myself reverting to that old experience and in 

all seriousness accepting the lesson it taught. 
* 


‘‘ Papa,” said little Douglas, the other day, 
holding out a seedy and scaly morsel, “I’ve 
etten’ all the meat off my apple, what 
shall Ido with the bone?” Whereupon papa 
indulged in a laugh at the quaint diction of 
Douglas and told him to throw ‘“‘ the bone” 
away. I think thereare sometimes people who 
have eaten all the meat and don’t know 
enough to throw away the bone. Bones of 
sentiment, bones of custom, bones of tradition, 
bones of by-gone issues of party and faction: 
They are always carrying them round and 
making skeletons, abject and gruesome, to 
annoy and scare you and me. The meat is 
clean stripped away, only the dry and useless 
bone remains, but though they know that 
as wellas we do, yet they carry their refuse 
rssortment round with them, and have not 
even the desire to get rid of it, which called 
forth the funny speech of my little three-year- 
old neighbor. 


A correspondent writes me demanding ever 
so much information about board, lodgings, 
distances and localities in the neighborhood 
of the World’s Fair. Iam also informed that 
visitors to the sanctum have come on the same 
errand of enquiry. I know of no cheap places 
to stay in Chicago, but Iam going for my cor- 
respondents’ sake to get some information 
before very long. For reasons which I need 
not detail, 1am not personally much agitated 
about board and lodging, but my friends who 
have come, and written, and sent word de- 
manding instant information will get it as 
soon as I do. 


Do you know asea captain? If you don't, 
your list of friends is not complete. There isa 
certain sort of genial, sturdy, beaming-all-over 
and lordly flavor about the friend who is a sea 
captain which land-lubbers may imitate but 
can't duplicate. His big writing with its wide, 
steady lines and its heavy dots and dashing 
curves and turns, comes sweet with the breath 
of the briny, his hearty sentences sound like 
the boom of the great waves when they carry 
on elephantine flirtations with the gales. 
His compliments are plain and sincere, his 
friendship an anchor for all time. Some- 
how, the very thought of him, wrapped 
in his great oilskin coat, with his tarpaulin 
hat jammed firmly on, and tethered by a band 
to his button, his seven-leagued boots, gigan- 
tic and awful, his hands clasped behind bim, 
his keen, practised eyes scanning the boiling 
ocean, his weather-tanncd face and thick 
beard, just frosted here and there by Time’s 
chill fingers, his or voice, deep-toned and 
commanding—ah hs you don’t know a sea 


captain like this, I am “real sorry” for you ! 
0. Lapy Gay. 
















































TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


T LAST the doubts and mys- 
teries which had for so long 
hung around the Frog Lake 
massacre were cleared up, 
the finding of the four bodies 
in the basement of the Rc- 
man Catholic church proving 

that a terrible tragedy had been enacted. The 
people of Canada were slow to believe that the 
“wards of the nation” had been guilty of so 
grave a crime, and the truthfulness of the 
reports which from time to time came from the 
North Saskatchewan district were questioned 
and denied, It,was on April 11th that the news- 
papers of Canada published the first rumors of 
the outbreak—meagre in detail, but giving a 
list of ten killed, a list which was subsequently 
proved to be slightly inaccurate. The chief 
victims of the tragedy were the two Roman 
Catholic priests, Reve. Father Adelard Fafard 





BIG BEAR, 


and Father Felix M. Marchand, both belonging 


to the order of Oblates. Rev. Father Fafard 
was born in the Province of Quebec in 1849 and 
was made an Oblate Father in 1874. He was 
ordained a priest in Montreal, and fromthat time 
devoted his life to missionary work among the 
North-West Indians. He was a zealous priest 
and a man of splendid education. Rev. Father 
Marchand was a young man born in the Pro- 
vince of Quebec in 1858 and ordained by Bishop 
Grandin at St. Albert in 1881. He, toc, was 
enthusiastic inhis work, And it isthesame with 
all the Catholic missionaries in the North-West. 
He who has traveled through that vast portion 
of the Dominion must have often met with 
educated white men dwelling in the midst of a 





wild, savage people whom they tended witha 
strange and mother-like devotion, upheld in 
their life of denial by a simple faith which 
seems something more than human. And 
what is true in one case seems to be true in all, 
whether the priest be stationed at Winnipeg 
or in some far remote mission, north or south, 
far in advance of trader or settler have gone 
those fragile men, brought up amid the sunny 
scenes of the St. Lawrence or old France, scenes 
they are destined never to see again in this 
life. It is a curious contrast to find in that far 
distant, lonely land men of culture and high 
mental excellence devoting their lives to the 
civilization of wild Indians. I care not what 
particular form of belief the onlooker may 
hold, he is but a poor man who can witness such 
devotion and abnegation of self through the 
narrow glass of sectarian feeling and see in it 
nothing but the self-interested labor of persons 
holding opinions foreign to his own. 

From those who were made prisoners at 
Frog Lake and who for long weary weeks were 
compelled to accompany their captors through 
muskeg and swamp, half-starved and in daily 
fear of their lives, the following particulars 
of the massacre were gleaned on their libera- 
tion from captivity after the fight at French- 
man’s Butte, the latter end of May. Big Bear, 
a worthless, discontented Indian, had been 
prowling about the country between Battleford 
and Fort Pitt with his band for some months, 
stirring up discontent wherever he went. Partly 
by threats and partly by persuasion he induced 
the bands of Crees at Pitt, Onion Lake, Saddle 
Lake, Fort Victoria and Fort Chippeweyan to 
join him, and together they went on the war- 
path, as motley and ill-favored a gang of vaga- 
bonds as ever defied government authority. 
On April 2nd they visited the settlement at 
Frog Lake and invited the Indian agent there, 
T. T. Quinn, and others to a conference in their 
camp, the stated reason of the desired pow- wow 
being the insufficient quantity of provisions 
served out to the Indians, Quinn and his 
friends went to the camp and were immediately 
shot. Hearing the firing, Rev. Fathers Fafard 
and Marchand went over to the Indian camp 
and it was while they were administering the 
last rites of the Catholic Church tothe wound. 
ed and dying, and while kneeling, that they 
were treacherously shot in the back, their 
bodies being burnt and mutilated afterwards. 
Those murdered, in addition to the two priests 
and the Indian agent, were John Delaney, M. 
Gowanlock (brother of ex-Ald. Gowanlock of 


EPISODES OF THE RIEL REBELLION. 


BY GEORGE B. BROOKS, 


Toronto), Charles Gouin, William Gilchrist and 
two others. Mrs, Gowanlock and Mrs. Delaney, 
at first reported murdered, were taken prison- 
ers together with several others. 

The Indians in the North Saskatchewan 
district were a motley crowd, some of them 
fine, manly fellows and thoroughly loyal; 
others a depraved, worthless lot, chronic 
grumblers and loafers, The leaders of the 
rebellion in that district were Big Bear, Red 
Pheasant, Little Poplar, Dressy Man, and 
Wandering Spirit; the first mentioned a 
notorious vagabond and a coward to boot, the 
last named brave and crafty. In the days be- 
fore the Mounted Police were formed, the 
aboriginal races of the North Saskatchewan 
held a foremost place among the inhabitants 
of the North-West, and in point of numbers 
and in power were able to commit numerous 
depredations without punishment. That 
power was curtailed by the Mounted Police, 
but more or less there had always been discon- 
tent among the bands around Fort Pitt. The 
trouble was largely due to the influence of 
free-traders, mostly Half-breeds, men whose 
object was toobtain possession of all the fars 
the Indians might have to dispose of at the least 
cost to themselves, and to gain that end they 
spared no efforts. It was those traders who 
circulated the idea among the Indians that 
they suffered injustice at the hands of Govern- 
ment and Hudson Bay Company officials. It 
was those men who plied the Indians with 
alcohol and who prophesied the downfall of 
the company and the influx of settlers into the 
territory to occupy the hunting ground and 
drive out the Indians. It was those men who 
were at the bottom of the trouble; men who 
traveled from band to band, from reserve to 
reserve, with their Red River carts and store 
of fire-water and cheap finery, and by mic- 
statements stirred up Indian discontent and 
by their trickery in barter led the way to 
Indian animosity against the whites. Chiefly 
of French descent, those Half-breed free- 
traders, as they were called, were gay, idle, 
dissipated, unreliable and ungrateful. Capable 
of enduring great fatigue, they could scarcely 
ever be depended upon in acritical moment. 

The pure North-West Indian is superior in 
almost every respect to the French Half-breed. 
Vices he may and does have, plenty of them, 
but his virtues are all his own and are not 
acquired from books or schooling. They come 
from that instinct of good which his Manitou, or 
Great Spirit, has taught him; they are the whis. 
perings from his future world, whose glorious 
shores and prairies, teeming with game, are the 
dream of his life. Nosavages living possess more 
natural eloquence, more dignity or more poetry 
of soul than the Indians of North America, and 
yet it has been and is the fashion to-day to 
hold them in derision and to deny them the 
possession of one atom of sensibility. Again 
and again one can hear it said in the Territories, 
“The only good Indian is the dead Indian.” If 
there are any who are disposed to deny this, I 
answer I have heard it said hundreds of times 
by men who in courage, honesty and self-re- 
spect were beneath the Indian. It is the same 
story from the Great Lakes to the Rockies, 
from the Arctic Circle to the Gulf of Mexico. 
First the white man was the welcome guest, 
the honored visitor, and he too often repaid his 
hosts by cheating them in trade barter; by 
dealing out to them fire-water and poison ; by 
dishonoring their daughters and by introducing 
among them loathsome diseases. Terrible 
deeds have been committed among the Indians; 
deeds of cruelty, deeds of perfidious robbery, of 
rapacious infamy, committed by so-called 
civilized men more brutal by nature than the 
red men. No wonder that all this injustice 
bore bitter fruit and that the generous nature 
of the Indian, warped and distorted by a sense 
of wrong, was ready enough to be led astray 
and that neither missionaries nor Government 
agents were able to convince him of his error. 








9 


oor 


IN THREE PARTS—PART II, 


between 3,30 a.m. and 5p.m., as fast a bit of | the body was reverently lowered into it, and 


forced marching as was done during the cam- 
paign, 

The country between Frog Lake and Pitt 
maintained its rich and beautiful appearance. 
Everywhere nature had written in unmistake- | 
able characters the story of the fertility of the 
soil ; everywhere the eye looked upon panora- 
mas filled with the beauty of lake and stream, 
grassy slope and undulating woodland. The 
country resembled one vast park and all day 
we marched through the beautiful land, with 
one brief halt at noon, arriving in the 
neighborhood of tke Fort towards evening. 
During the day evidences were not wanting 
that Indians were about. A stray, gaunt yellow 
dog or two were observed, a disabled cart was 
passed, and on the banks of one stream were 
the marks of a recent encampment of tepees 
with some of the fires near them still smoul- 
dering. Pitt is situated on the 
north bank of the Saskatchewan, ninety- 
eight miles west of Battleford and two hun- 
dred and four east of Edmonton, on a low, 
rich flat about fifteen or twenty feet above the 
level of the river, and extending from it sev- 
eral hundred yards. At one time it was a 
strong post containing several blockhouses 
with watch towers, the whole surrounded by 
a strong and high stockade. But when the 
rebellion broke out its glory had departed. As 
the fur-bearing animals gradually disappeared, 
so the importance of the post and its trade | 
diminished, and of late years Fort Pitt had 
been used principally as a Mounted Police 
station, the Hudson Bay Co.’s interest in it 
being of secondary importance. On the 15th 
day of April the place was surrounded by over 
one hundred Indians under the leadership of 
Big Bear and Little Poplar, and Inspector 
Dickens, a son of the famous novelist, was 








just as the sun sank behind the western hills 
three volleys fired over the grave awoke 
the echoes of the place and told to all who 
heard them that the deceased had at last 
received the honors given to the military dead. 
Subsequently a neat picket fence was erected 
around the grave and a wooden slab placed at 
its head. 

That night no tents were pitched, no camp 
fires lighted, everybody bivouacing as best he 
could, depending upon the vigilance of sentries 
and picket forsafety. About an hour after dark 
Inspector Steele with a guard of mounted 
scouts stole out of the camp and followed the 
trail of the Indians. Nothing was heard of 
him until about an hour after daybreak, and 
then the sentries reported that they thcught 
they had heard the distant rattle of musketry 
in the east. Their ears had not dcceived them, 
for shortly afterwards one of Steele's scouts 
galloped into the camp with information from 
the Inspector that he had come ucross the 
Indians, had shot and killed one of them, was 
following the band, about four hundred of 
them, and with a request for the infantry to 
follow at once. There was no breakfast that 
morning ; in licu thereof every man had all the 
hard tack served out to him he could carry, 
and to every two men was served out a tin of 
preserved meat. Leaving a force to protect 
Fort Pitt, the remainder of us, taking along the 
field-piece drawn by six horses, were very soon 
proceeding eastward, close to the bank of the 
river, 

Everybody, from the General down, was in 
high spirits, the only discontented ones being 
those told off to remain at the fort. With- 
out tents, without overcoats, with only 


such provisions as each man could carry about 
him, all knew there would be some privatior, 





AMBUSHING THE STE: 


the fort, and with the consent of Inspector 
Dickens Mr. McLean went outside the stock- 
ade and had a parley with Big Bear. That 
interesting scallawag stated that if the factor, 
the members of his family and the other set- 
tlers were given up, then the police would be 
allowed to proceed to Battleford in peace, 
terms which Mr. McLean urged the Inspector 
to accept, which he did, and for which he has 
been severely censured since. The police 
floated down the river in a flat boat, reaching 
Battleford in safety, and the settlers, the 
Hudson Bay Co.’s factor and his family went 
into the Indian camp as prisoners. The next 
day the Indians looted the fort and destroyed 
the stockade around it. 





AMER NORTHCOTE, 


but every body was elated at the thought of 


having a brush with the rebels, their superior 
numbers not being taken 
tion. 


into considera- 
While only a few, comparatively speak- 
ing, had seen the mutilated bodies at Frog 
Lake, every man in the force, teamsters and 


herders included, had seen the body of poor 
Cowan lying on the prairie and the sight had 
not provoked softened feelings towards the 
Indians, 
had a hard, weary time of it since leaving 
Calgary. There had been long marches day 
after day, through creeks and slews, over 
rough trails and through dense bush. Manya 
foot was sore, clothes had become ripped and 
torn, provisions had not been over plentiful 


Those composing the column had 


Such were the bare facts of the evacuation | since leaving Edmonton, but the fact that we 


of Pitt, but what had occurred in its neigh- 
borhood for over a month was not known. 
we drew cautiously near the place we found it 
in ruine, all the block-housesjexcept one hav- 
ing been burnt, the fire still smouldering. A 





were close upon the Indians, that our scouts 
As | had come across and killed one of them, and 
were then close behind and following them, at 
the same time being in communication with 
the main body, caused all hardship to be for- 


zereba was formed by the wagons on the high | gotten and the men stepped out with as much 


land about a mile or less from the Fort and 
overlooking it; the horses and mules were 
placed inside, and that done, attention was 
paid toputting out the smouldering timbers. 


| 
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The wonder is, not that a mere handful of 
Indians should have risen in rebellion, but that 
the vast majority of them should have re- 
mained loyal. 

After the melancholy task of burying four of 
the victims of the Frog Lake massacre 
had been completed, those who had been en 
gaged in it returned to camp to snatch a few 
minutes’ well earned sleep and rest, but in that 
they were disappointed. A good hour before 
the usual time of sounding the reveille the 
buglers were at work, scouts sent out in ad- 
vance having brought the news that they had 
sighted a strong band of Indians between the 
camp and Pitt and journeying towards the lat- 
ter place. It was ‘strike tents, pack up and 
after them as fast as possible,” All was hurry 
and bustle for a short time, and then the 
column resumed its march with strong guards 
in rear and advance, the ammunition and pro- 
vision wagons in the center, covering the 
thirty miles between Frog Lake and the Fort 


ordered to surrender with his twenty-five 
troopers and to give up the settlers who had 
taken refuge within the walls of the fort. 
Inspector Dickens refused and the Indians at- 
tacked the place, but were defeated, having 
four killed and several wounded. They did 
not retire, however, and the next day shot and 
killed Trooper D. G. Cowan, who was return- 
ing to the fort from Onion Lake. Mr. McLean, 
the Hudson Bay Co.'s factor for that district, 
his wife, four daughters and five sons were in 
Water was passed from the river in pails, and 
before the sun set what remained of the place 
was safe. Another melancholy sight was seen 
that evening. Lying on the flat, stripped, 
burnt, mutilated and horribly decomposed, 
was the body of poor Trooper Cowan and near 
him was the body of his dead horse. All the 
indignities practiced upon the bodies at Frog 
Lake had been repeated in this case, every 
feature of the murdered man being unrecogniz- 
able. A grave was dug close to the remains, 





vim and spirit as if they had been on a parade. 


For about five miles the trail was close to the 
river. It then turned sharp to the north anda 


steep hill had to be climbed, and it was on the 


brow of that hill that the Indian—the chief of 

the Saddle Lake band—had been shot dead by 

our scoute. His body lay close to the trail and 

was that of a finely built man, quite six feet tall. 

‘There was no time to be wasted in burying him, 

and he was left lying just as the scouts left him 

and as he had been shot down. Again the 

trail turned to the south and followed the river, 

but now on high land, at least a couple of 

hundred feet above the level of the water. 

For twelve miles we marched along, passing 
numerous traces of the Indians but seeing 

nothing of them. About noon, scouts brought 
the intelligence that the rebels were making a 
stand on the brow of a heavily timbered hill 
and were not more than a couple of miles away. 
After a brief rest, during which the tins of pre- 
served meat were considerably lightened, we 
proceeded eastward in fours, and at attention, 
not walking at ease, and with the ranks well 
closed. Then there was another halt, and then 
the troops were formed into line with the front 
to the east. The field-piece was brought into 
action, was loaded and a shell sent into 
the trees on the brow of a hill, exploding just 
above them. There was no reply on the part 
of the Indians and the column again advanced. 
Again the fleld-piece was fired and this time 
was answered by a volley of musketry, the 
bullets whisling over our heade. The next 
order was to advance in skirmishing order and 
the next, after about a hundred yards had been 
covered, to lie down. While lying down the 
gun kept shelling the brow of the hill, the 
shells passing over our heads, After about 
an hour of this kind of work the com- 
mand * Forward” again came and we went 
in skirmishing order. It was no easy task 
climbing the hill and pushing through 
the trees, and more than one bayonet was lost 
in the task, and just exactly what was being 
done was hard to say, it being almost imposs- 
ible, and quite so at times, tosce your right and 
left man. Then there came acheer, followed 


by another, and stili another, and somehow we 
were on the top of the hill and had in some 
manner or another driven the Indians from 
their position. We bivouaced that night with 
out fires, without food, without tobacco, right 
where the Indians made their stand, and at 
three o’clock the next morning were agaip 
after them and had another and a more satis- 
factory day’s work. 
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CHAPTER IX. 
THE WATCHMAN S LANTERN. 

Harry Barkstead lay dead in the club-room 
of the Norfolk Inn. 

At one end of the room two pillars, represent- 
ing two orders of architecture, stood for Ma- 
sonic symbols. 

It was the room in which a body of Free- | 
masons met once a month to perform their 
mysteries. 

Once a year the county ball was held there. 
Elmira Webb had often stood outside the fam- 
ous old tavern to see the fine ladies go in. 
She was herself a fine lady now, the belle of a 
winter resort under the blue skies of Italy. 

There was no other room, thought the land- 
lord, so fitting for the body to rest in as the 
dim old club-room. It would be convenient 
for the jury to view the corpse and handy for 
the undertaker, giving as it did directly upon 
the courtyard. 

All the other rooms were more or less en- 
gaged. Theclub-room would not be required 
until New Year. 

It did not matter to Harry Barkstead where 
his body might be lodged upon this occasion, 
though in his life he was fastidious, not to say 
luxurious, in his tastes. 

In due course the hotel went torest. Yar- 
mouth closed its eyes. 

The only wakeful person seemed to be the 
watchman, who, a lantern in one hand and a 
stick in the other, left his box at long intervals 
and announced the hour and the state of the 
weather. 

“Twelve o'clock, and a snowy morning!” 
was heard that night by many unusually 
sleepless burgesses, but it made no impression 
upon Harry Barkstead; nor, indeed, was 
David Keith conscious of the watchman’s cry. 
One lay dead, and—according to the latest ac- 
counts in bar-parlor and tap-room—David 

Keith was dying. 

It was not so, however. David, between 
white sheets, watched by loving eyes, tended 
by the best medical skill, lay unconscious in 
his own comfortable bed-room in Hartley's 
Row. It was atruckle bed, with white dimity 





curtains drawn at the head of it to shield the forter, 
| pulled down over his ears, and proclaimad the 


sleeper’s face from the firelight and the candle 


that stood in a long round tin box with holes flight of time. 
at the side, through which the light flickered | 


in a furtive, sick-room kind of fashion. 

Over the mantel there were three silhouette 
portraits, one of David, one of Sally, and one 
of Elmira Webb. Sally had not dared to 
take the latter down, even when the news 
came to her of the flight of David's sweetheart 
with his trusted friend. She had determined 
that when D .vid came back he should come to 
his own neat and daintily kept little room. 
Tuere were his hanging bookshelf, upon which 
he kept certain favorite volumes, his oak chest 
containing sea shells, pebles, a few old 
knives, a dagger, a flint pistol, a bit of the 
wreck ofa ship lost off the North Dunes, and 
o her curiosities. Inthe closet still hung the 
jacket he had worn on his expeditions in the 
Swallow. 

On the wall facing the foot of his bed were 
sundry florid and shining figures of various 
heroes cut in relief from printed pictures 
colored in red and purple and green and blue, 
and embossed with gold and silver tinsel, 
giving the effect of splendid armor. William 
the Conqueror with a powerful ba‘tle-axe was 
defying the Black Prince in iron spangles and 
fl urishing a gigantic sword. There were also 


representatives of Julius Cw ar, Robin Hood | 


and “ King D'ck,” as Richard III. was invari- 
ably called by the gallant youth of Yarmouth 
in the youthful days of David Keith. 

The firelight played in a friendly way on 
these familiar objects, but David neither saw 
them nor if. 


rope-like sinews, bright deep eyes, a long face 


and a firm yet generous mouth half hidden | 


behind a straggling mustache that was mixed 
up with his beard, a curious, thoughtful, 
kindly, strange-looking old man. 
taking his turn with the women who were 
nursing the unconscious lad who lay calm and 
still with his head bandaged and his lips 
almost as pale as his face. 

Bat as you will see, David Keith was better 
off than Huerry Barkstead Divid did not 
know that he was better off. At the time | 
when the watchman cried the hour he might 
have been as dead as Harry Barkstead so far 
as he knew ; but he was much better off for all 
that. 

Alan, his father, sat lovingly and patiently 
at bis beck and call when he should wake to | 
consciousness. Moreover, he had a nice fire in 
the room ; it was his own room ; the old fami! 
iar dumb things he had known in his boyish 
days were waiting for his recognition : and be- 
low stairs one of his nurses in particular was | 
young and loved him with the fervency ofa 
first love, while the other, who had been to | 
him asa mother, only wanted to be asked to 
lay down her life for him to do it cheerfully, 

But Harry Barkstead was abed in his boots, 
in acold cheerless room, the history of which 
was heavy with ghostly memories of Freema- 
sons who had been torn limb from limb in olden 
days for broken vows ; with ghostly memories 
of bygone feasts; with ghostly memories of 
dance and song and mus‘c from sweet lutes and 
all kinds of sad and happy occurrences ; no | 
father sitting by, no sweet greetings awaiting | 
his return to consciousness ; dead as any of the 
masons of old who had handed down the pass- 
words from the days of Solomon. 

Harry Barkstead may perhaps be said to 
have been happy in one thing: at least he 
knew nothing of the junketings and fine doings 











By the fire, as the watchman | 
called the hour, sat a silent figure not unlike | 
Don Quixote, grim, bony, with a long neck and | 


He was | 


| —80 the doctor said 


BY THB AUTHOB, 


consider, but his mortal body was in a sorry 
state. 

And outside of these two rooms—the club- 
room of the Norfolk and the chamber in Hart- 
ley’s Row—the snow fell ina steady downpour. 
There were no stars, no sky was to be seen ; 
hardly a light was visible in Yarmouth, except 
the occasional flicker ot the watchman’s 
lantern. 

The snow fell all over the land. It came 
down in such heavy fiikes that it even calmed 
the sea. All the world was hushed, The 
dunes were rounded billocks. Never indeed 
were they anything else except when the wind 
sometimes blew them into imitations of minia- 
ture crags from which they soon fell again into 
their native shapes ; but on this night of the 
tragedy at the Norfolk Inn they were rounded 
with snow, the valleys themselves climbing 
into hillocks, the hillocks covering every trace 
of rush and reed that had been browned by 
autumn winds and torn by wintry gales. 

Along the beach by Caister there was a light 
in the L»ok-out station, and your imagination 


might lead you to see the group of sturdy 
fellows posted there, some lying prone on the 
benches, others sitting up and smoking their 
pipes, all ready to go forth tothe aid of any 
But who could 
go tothe aid of that human ship that hung out 
its light on the Yarmouth side of the Look-out ? 
Zaccheus Webb had his light burning to wel- 


ship that might be in distress. 


come the prodigal daughter, who with- 
out any thought of him was walking 
on flowers and _ basking in sunshine. 


The poor oli smacksmin had heard nothing 
as yet of the death of Harry Barkstead. Curi- 
ously enough he had never once thought of 
F.om the mom2nt that he kuew his 
daughter had left Caister, no thought bat of 
He biamed no one, 
desired no ven,zeance, did not dream of follow- 
ing his child; he was stuaned with a great 
blow, and he sat down to wait for Elmira’s 
** She's] come hum,” he said, “ Elmira 
| will, all in good time; she’ll come hum.’ 

And the watchman at uncertain intervals 


him. 


her entered into his mind. 


return. 


went forth from his shelter, muffi:d in com- 
laden with capes, with his slouched hat 





CHAPTER X 
‘ THROUGH THE VALLEY.” 


The deep unredeemed shadows of the night 
that lay so heavy on the town dominated to a 
great ex‘ent the morning and the evening of 
Nature seemed to be in sym- 
pathy with the gloom of the story that was 
being told not now in Yarmouth only, but with 
variations along the cast ; for ill news travails 
apace even with snow and darkness against it. 

Yarmouth paused in the midst of her pre- 
parations for Christmas; to listen to the details 
ofthe fight and to speculate upon the conse- 
quences thereof to Divid Keith. Shop win- 
dows in course of dec ration with festive fruits 
The snow 
interposed, however, with the characteristic 
embellishment of white drift, and here and 
there the window panes were frosted [with 


the next day. 


and toys were left half-fi ished. 


strange designs. 


The waits postponed their rehearsals for the 
| time being, and the street hawkers laid aside 


their sheets of carols in the hope of being pro- 


vided with more attractive verses descriptive 


| of the tragedy of the Norfolk Inn. 


In the general details of the story, wherever 
it was told, the figure of Alan Keith loomed 
It was related how 

David's father had suddenly appeared on the 
| Scene, a foreign-'ooking stranger in foreign 
| clothes, tall and gaunt like, some queer mariner 
who had sailed the world round and round, to 
come at las* to the east coast to fiod his lad in 
trouble and to stand by his side perhaps in 
means without 


up strangely and weird, 


death. They were by no 
imagination these E \stern folk, and they could 


not get away from the unaccustomed spectacle 


of this picturesque and unusual old man. 


The beadle was busy summoning the jury- 
Sir Anthony 
account 
called 
| at the inquest, and all Yarmouth was agreed 
that since Barkstead struck the first blow, and 
that a murderous one, David Keith had only 
acted in self-defence and could not, therefore, 


men to sit upon the body. 
Barkstead had listened to the 
of the witnesses who would be 


b2 answerable for the aeath of his opponent. 


Mr. Petherick had endorsed this view ; but one 
of the egotists of the Norfolk smoke room 
declared without fear of contradiction that a 
man who took the life of another was guilty of 


manslaughter, even if the other was a high- 
wayman. 


Meanwhile David Keith lay unconscious of 
| all that was going on around him, in the neat 
| and trim little bed-room that had been daily 
| aired and tidied in the hope of his return. N»> 


amount of doubt, no rumor of storm and stress, 
no story of gales or shipwreck had influenced 


Sally Mumford in her preparations for the dear 
Her heart misgave her 


lad’s home-coming. 
but she strenuously battled with her fears: 
while there was life there was hope, and come 
when he might, his room should be as ready 
for him as her welcome, 

It was not deemed wise for more than one 
person at a time to bs in the sick room, 
seeing that pure air was needful to the patient 
Miss Mumford, Mildred 
Hope and Alan Keith therefore took it in turns 
to watch by the patient's side and carry out 
the doctor's instructions, 

Atan Keith, who had been at first regarded 


as somewhat eccentric, turned out to be a very 


wise, careful old man, gentle as a woman and 


| just as wise in the art of nursing. They grew 
to love him devotedly, both Sally and Mildred, 


of Lord Grennox and the Lady Webb away in | so even-tempered was he, so religious, so prac- 


the sunny climes where such a night of snow 
and chill as had fallen upon Yarmouth was im- 


tical too, and so reconciled to the will of 
heaven, They could not see into the man’s 


possible ; nor was he conscious of the b'tter| heart or they would have found it full of un 
scorn with which his father regarded his life | orthodox approval of David's slaying, of the 


and death, What Harry Barkstead's spiritual 
experiences might be it is not worth while to 


man who had betrayed his friendship. But 
Alan's head came to the aid of his heart and 

















































































repeated, and the magistrates came to the con- 


he assumed a policy of gentlones;, contending 
that his boy had no vengeful feeling, that he 
would have been satisfied with Barkstead's 
explanation if the young squire had vouch- 
safed him one, but since, instead of that, Bark- 
stead had made a murderous assault upon him, 
what was he to do but defend himself? Old 
Petherick had given Alan this judicial hint, 
telling him that David's safety, if he recovered, 
would lie in the absence of premeditation, and 
happily there was no evidence of any threat, 
and he had no weapon upon him when he en- 
countered Barkstead, At the same time the 
law wa. very jealous of the taking of life, and 
it would need all the evidence and influence 
that could be obtained in the lad’s favor to save 
him after he recovered, as they all believed and 
hoped he would. 

The inquest was adjourned from day to day, 
until such time as David could make his de- 
position, for Petherick contended that his de- 
position should be taken, his policy being to 
regard David as the aggrieved person in the 
case although the other was dead. Magisterial 
opinion was rather for looking upon David as 
a person resting under a grave charge, and 
therefore not to be interrogated, and such 
police authority as existed outside the borough 
watchman held Sally Mumford’s house under 
surveillance, 

Mildred Hope found time between the in- 
tervals of nursing to attend to her duties of 
charity. Wherever she went she had good 
words for David, and she asked many of her 
humblest dependents to pray forhim, Mildred 
plodded through the snow to the Toll house 
jail and read to the prisoners, went to Sunday 
school, visited the sick, and seemed to be en- 
dowed with fresh energies and power. 
Whether he lived or died she had the privilege 
of smoothing Dv.vid's pillow, and the only 
time sinc2 the moment when he fell into the 
arms of his father tnat he had seemed to know 
anyone, he had looked at her and touched 
her hand. She loved him, and now that he 
was sick and in trouble she had ventured to 
confess her love, not toany human being but 
in her prayers to God. Mildred did not regard 
prayer in the common-place orthodox fashion 
of ** Ask, and ye shall receive,” but as a duty ; 
not in the way of petition so much as for 
strength to do what was right, and asa vow 
to hold by; the expression of a wish that 
Heaven might think well togrant. She had 
been accustomed for years to speak on her 
knees of all that she wished and desired, of all 
that she felt that it was worthy to feel, and 
never until the bond between Elmira and David 
was broken had she confessed, even to herself, 
that she loved David Keith ; indeed, when she 
had been conscious of it, she had rather re- 
garded it as a sin, and she repressed it, for 
were not his word and his heart given to E'mira 
Webb? 

It is true she had listened to Sally Mamford, 
when David's foster-mother had declared she 
would like to have seen her engaged to David. 
She had striven, however, t » discourage repe- 
titions of Sally’s opinions and desires in that 
direction. But now, although David m‘ght be 
drifting out with the tide to that last harbor, 
she was conscious of a mysterious joy; she 
dared to love him, she dared to say so in her 
prayers; she dared to lay bare h:r heart and 
pray that it might not be a wicked thing todo, 

It was Mildred who had received Sir Anthony 
Barkstead when he called to enquire after 
David’s condition. Sir Anthony was pale, and 
he spoke low and sorrowfully; but he said to 
Mildred, whom he knew as the prison visitor, 
and with whose good work he was well ac- 
quainted, that he wished it to be understood 
that he did not blame David for what had hap- 
pened. The law, of course, would take its 
course, and it was not for him to suggest what 
that course might ba, but it was his wish, when 
the lad was well enough to be spoken to con- 
cerning what had happened, that he should be 
told how Harry Barkstead's father exonera‘ed 
and forgave him. 

The law did take its course. First, there 
was the inquest, adjourned until David Keith 
should be out of danger. The body having been 
sufficiently viewed by members of the jury, 
Sir Anthony took it home to Ormesby Hall, 
where the poor, harmless mortal thing was 
washed and laid out where its mother had 
reposed in the first days of her long sleep. And 
presently the stern, hard look of the misguided 
heir to an honored name and a fine estate, 
relaxed, and Sir Anthony saw in the softened 
features the face of his son as he had known 
it in its innocence, and before the funeral bell 
began to toll he was reconciled to the dead 
image of the son he had loved, and there were 
tearsin his eyes and his heart heaved as he 
followe 1 it to the grave, 

‘*But I must do my duty to that other one,” 
he said, sitting down by his lonely hearth when 
the day was over. 

First, as is set forth in the legal record of 
the case, came the inquest, its adjournment, 
and the burial of the body. Then came ad- 
journment after adjournment, until David’s 
deposition could be taken, and it was sworn 
with the fear of death before his eyes, Fortu- 
nately the few questions put to him were very 
simple, and his s‘ory was amply corroborated. 
While Mr. Petherick had no /ucus standi 
before the court except by the courtesy of the 
coroner, he was an important factor in formu 
lating the evidence and drawing forth the 
points favorab'e to David. The accounts given 
by the looker on who saw the beginning of the 
altercation, the first blow struck by Barkstead 
and the last by Keith, were very explicit, and 
tended not only to reduce the crime to man 
slaughter, but even to suggest the possibility 
of a verdict of justifiable homicide, though the 
law at the time was far more severe than it is 
now, 

In the end the jury, after some discussion as 
to the form and presentation of their verdict, 
gave itas manslaughter with extenuating cir- 
cumstances, 

The coroner therefore issued his warrant for 
the arrest of David Keith, In response to this, 
medical evidence satisfied the authorities that 
David was not in a fit condition to be removed 
from Hartley's Row. 

A few weeks later the case came before the 
magistrates. David was well enough to plead, 
The case was taken in the chief magistrate’s 
room, a limited number of the public being 
admitted. 

The evidence given before the coroner was 






















































clusion that it was their duty to commit David 


for trial at the forthcoming assizes, but they 
were willing to take substantial bail for his ap- 
pearance. 

Sir Anthony Barkstead, to the surprise of 
everybody p-esent, thereupon rose from a seat 
with which he had been accommodated apart 
from the magistrate’s table, and offered him- 
selfas one of David's sureties, Mr. Waveny 
Petherick at the same time standing forward 
as another. 

The sureties being in every way satisfactory, 
David was released to take his trial at the 
regular gaol delivery in March. 

** Permit me to thank ye, sir, for your great 
kindness in this painfu’ matter,” said Alan 
Keith, approaching Sir Anthony as he was 
leaving the court. 

* 1] conceive it to b3 only an act of duty,” was 
Sir Anthony's rep'y. 

The two fathers bowed to each other and 
passed on their way. 

Mildred had watched the magistrate’s house 
from afar. She dared not trust herself in the 
court, When she saw David come forth with 
Miss Mumford, his father and Mr. Petherick, 
and go towards Hartley’s Row, with many 
sympathizers following, she followed too, 
uttering little prayers of thankfulness that 
Dawid was better and a free man. She had 
not reckoned upon a committal to the assizes. 
On her way she met Mr. Petherick going to his 
office. He informed her of the magisterial de- 
cision. 

“Don't be alarmed,” he said, answering her 
sudden expression of anxiety, *‘he is sure to 
get off with a very light punishment, perhaps 
with no punishment at all; if you have to 
count him among the prisoners at the Tol!- 
house jail he will not need your visitations for 
long.” 





CHAPTER XI, 


A BAD DREAM WITH A LOVELY IMAGE IN IT, 

February had set in with unusual sugges- 
tions of an early spring. Tufts of crocuses 
app2ared in the fl »wer pots that filled every one 
of the window sills of Miss Mumford’s house 
in Hartley's Row. 

Alan Keith had already begun to rise at an 
early hour, and take long walks, revolving in 
his mind his long-cherished idea of visiting 
Newfoundland and unearthing his buried 
treasure, 

By the banks of the Waveny, and through 
the meadows by dike and homestead, he had 
already heard the wood-lark and the thrush. 
Along the beach the sea rolled in with a 
pleasant sound of promise. Fishing smacks 
came and went with every tide. On market 
days the stalls were brightened with the first 
flowers of the year, and the drying winds of 
March began to stir the dust long before 
February was at an end. 

David was fast recovering, 

It was noted by Sally Mumford with a grate- 
ful joy that he said nothing of Elmira. She al- 
most hoped that the effect of his wound might 
have’been to wipe old Webb's daughter 
entirely out of his memory. She had heard of 
such things happening as the obliteration of 
certain occurrences in the minds of men and 
women who had been badly hurt in fearful 
accidents, 

As David improved in health, Mildred Hope 
became shy and reserved. He never failed to 
ask after her whenever she stayed away from 
the house more than an hour or two at a 
time. Sally declared the lad could not get 
along without Mildred. Alan Keith had come 
to find the girl a necessity. She knew so 
many things, was so deft with her needle, so 
learned as to geography, and so generous and 
wise in her views of religion, theology having 
of late become quite a serious subject with 
Alan. Furthermore, her charities were re- 
ma’kable considering that she was poor and 
had no seemingly settled organization of work. 

As for David, he seemed to be awakening 
from a dream. He mixed up the loss of the 
Morning Star with the incident of the Norfolk. 
Old Matt White of the Welsh Back and Zac: 
ch2us now and then appeared to be the same 
person, Eimira Webb was something to pity, 
not to sigh for,a fairy of the mist who had 
mocked him to his shame, a something such 
as old Matt White might have seen when he 
beckoned and waved imaginary fligs before 
he flung homself overboard to cool his burning 
face and find a lasting res‘. 

It was e. bad dream with a lovely image in 
it, and asyren’s voice; they no longer pulled 
at his heart, and it might be that the tender 
eyes and calm, sweet face of Mildred Hope 
had already begun their eclipse of the bold, 
handsome, dé@fiaut countenance of Elmira 
Webb. 

One day when Sally Mumford had designedly 
left David and Mildred alone in the house, 
Alan being at Gorleston discussing ships with 
a skipper almost as battered as himself, Divid 
asked after Ziccheus Web». 

David was sitting in an old arm-chair by the 
fire. Mildred was embroidering a bodice for a 
county lady, in the interest of a poor little 
cripple of Caister. She was in one of her hap- 
piest moods, looking the picture of an honest, 
loving Eaglish maiden, small as to stature, as’ 
we know, but with soft gray eyes, rich brown 
hair, a mouth made rather for love than religi- 
ous recluseship, and white teeth that made 
her laughter lovely. 

While he talked with her, David looked 
mostly into the fire. Once in a way he turned 
to her as if toemphasize a qiestion. Mildred 
answered him in a quie', subdued voice, 
There was still between the two in manner 
more of the invalid and the nurse than be- 
longed to the intercourse of neighbors and 
friends. 

The old clock ticked regularly in an encourag- 
ing and soothing way, and the hot cinders 
dropped now and then into the firepan be- 
neath the grate with a similar drowsy influ- 
ence that helped calm conversation. 

“*T had almost forgotten old Zwechy. 
is the poor old chap?” 

** Quite well, bodily,” ssid Mildred, 

** Still waiting?” asked David, his mind, 
which had kept clear of the sad memory of his 
return to the cottage, now going back to it. 

* Yes.” 

* For her?” 

at 

“Still sitting by the fire and saying she'll 
coms home ¢” 

** Yes.” 


How 
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Who formerly resided in Connecticut, but 
who now resides in Honolulu, writes: “For 
20 years past, my wife 
and I have used Ayer’s 
Hair Vigor, and we 
attribute to it the dark 
hair which she and I 
now have, while hun- 


_ dreds of our acquaint- 
ances, ten or a dozen 
years younger than we, 
are either gray-headed, 


white, or bald. When 
asked how our hair has 
retained its color and 
fullness, we reply, ‘ By 


the use of Ayer’s Hair 
Vigor—nothing else.’” 

“In 1868, my affianced 
was nearly bald, and 
4 the hair 
kept fall- 
ing out 
every 
day. I 
induced 
her touse 
Ayer’s Hair Vigor, and very soon, it not 
only checked any further loss of hair, but 
produced an entirely new growth, which has 
remained luxuriant and glossy to this day. 
I can recommend this preparation to all in 
need of a genuine hair-restorer. It is all 
that it is claimed to be.”—Antonio Alarrun, 
Bastrop, Tex. 
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TO WALKER’S FOR PHOTOS 
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* Poor o'd Zacchv.” 

“ He rarely leaves the house.” 

“*T can see him as I saw him that day, shat- 
tered, broken, a very sorrowful old man; it 
was not he who told me abou* her,” 

This was the first time David had mentioned 
Elmira. 

“Not” 

**Tt was that woman m'snamed Charity.” 

This was the first harsh word he had uttered. 

**She seems to be very kind to the old man,” 
said Mildred, 

‘* Yes?” 

“IT have been there very often and have al- 
ways found her attentive to his wants.” 

** How good you are!” David answered, look- 
ing at her. 

“It is easy to be good when there is so much 
misery about,” said Mildred, bending afresh 
over her work. 

‘* Easy for you to be good,” said David, turn- 
ing his face once more to the fire. 

‘You say truly,” she answered, “it is easy 
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is good, yet his heart is breaking.” 




































confusion in names. A cousin of mine was 
the perfidious fellow, while I am the honest, 


“Oh, you do?” and she laugted mcckingly. 
‘*Tnstead you are a man without principle.” 


an 
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‘* Yes, if you wish it,” she answered, draw- 
ing up her chair by his side. 

He took her hand in his, pressed it gently, 
and looked into the fire once more, not seeing 
how her color came and went, not feeling the 
quick beating of her heart, 

‘Dear Mildred,” he said, ‘‘ you were good to 
her ; yes, [ know it; you could not have loved 
her, I know you didn’t ; you were sorry for her, 
you tried to help her, you did it for my sake ; 
nay, do not take your hand from me, Sally has 
told me.” 

“*T never said so,” Mildred answered. 

‘*No, yeu never would have said it, I know 
that. I always knew you were good and gen- 













































atthe sea-shore. She had not met Brice Vent- 
nor during that interval, nor had she heard 
from him, 

She was as handsome as ever and more royal 
in her manners, but her face and conversation 
lacked brillancy. She was more quiet and re- 
served, more chary in her friendships, ready to 
suspect and heartily tired of the hollowness of 
fashionable life. 

Her love affair with Brice Ventnor had 
caused the change. In punishing him for his 
per fidity to her cousin Blanche she had sacri- 
ficed herself. She could never love another 
man as she had loved him. 

As she was one day walking on the beach 
with her cousin Blanche, they suddenly came 


logical study sent in. The Editor requests corres- 
pondents to observe the following rules: 1. Graphological 
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MARGARET.—I answered your letter in ite proper turr. 
As to the query in your second letter, you probably found 
ite answer in another column. I know it was there. 
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erous, but never knew how good—how should 
I, a thoughtless, selfish, happy lad, without 
any experience of the world and its ways, how 


shculd I?” 

‘You were never selfish,” said Mildred, 
“and youth is necessarily thoughtleas; 
thought comes later with sorrow.” 

* What is your highest ambition, Mildred? ’ 

“T don’t think I quite know,” was the 
reply. 

“T begin to think I know mine,” said David, 
‘*but what is yours, Mildred? My father was 
full of his yesterday, full of it, and if he does 
not dream and I think he does pot, he is a 
very rich man. He loves you, Mildred, loves 
you, he says, as if you were his own daughter, 
and when I get free—if I do get free, Mildred 










upon Brice Ventnor. 


pected to him, 
and high just there and the ladies could not 
get away. 

He lifted his hat, looked mournfully and re- 
proachfully at Miriam, as if half-inclined to 
speak, then sprang from the walk and strode 
towards the nearest pavilion. 

Miriam recognized him and was touched at 
the look he had bestowed upon her. 

** Who was that superb-looking gentleman?” 
asked her cousin Blanche, ‘* Did he bow to you 
or to me?” 

Receiving no reply, she looked up into her 
companion’s face. 

‘“‘Why, Miriam, how pale you are!” she ex- 









He was alone and stood 
stillfor a minute, the meeting was so unex- 
The board walk was narrow 


orderly method, not much given to display, very sensible 
but capable of idealism, and fond of human nature. 


Dixie.—This is a clever, capable, generous and indeper- 
dent girl, a little wedded to tracitions, somewhat vivaci- 
ous, with a good heart and reliable nature, imaginative, 
impulsive and capable cf self-sacrifice. A very live and 
lovable person. 


Sweet Briek —This study looke rather formal, but is 
frank and honest, though lacking finish in detail. The 
writer is discreet, though sociable, amiable, with good 
taste and some ability, patience, perseverance and a good 
and reliable purpose. 


J. Cieark.—This is rather a positive and determined per- 
son, inartistic and rather abrupt, careless of the impres- 
sion produced and rather wanting in tact and sympathetic 
feeling. At the same time the character is worthy of ad- 
miration as original, clever and forcible. 


M. J. M.—You are impulsive, adaptable, very quick in 
perception, rather fond of ) ourself, idealistic and some- 














Emerson’s advice and hitch my chariot toa 
star! 


A Puny and Fretful Baby. 


This is now quite unnecessary! Lil e many 
others, you may have your baby fat, laughing 
and happy if you give it Scott’s Emulsion. 
Babies take it like cream. 














A. Business Scheme. 


‘In Casey’s saloon you get a Columbian 
stamp with a glass of beer.” 

‘* What's the idea of that.” 

** Well, after you've licked the stamp you are 
so dry you need two more glasses.” 





New Facts About the Dakotas 


is the ti le of the latest illustrated pamphlet | 
issued by the Chicago, Milwaukee & St. Paul 
Railway regarding those growing states, whose 
wonderful crops the past season have attracted 
the attention of the whole country. It is full 
of facts of special interest for all not satisfied 
with their present location. Serd to A, J. 
Taylor, Canadian Passenger Agent, 4 Palmer 
House Block, Toronto, Ont., for a copy free of 
expense, 





The Blindness of Love, 


I almost worship her, I know, 
And if it sounds like treason 

I can’t tell why I love her so, 
And that’s the very reason. 
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SICK 


Headache, yet Carter’s Litre Liver Piiis 
are equally valuable in Constipation, curing 
and preventing this annoying complaint, while 
they also correct ail disorders of the stomach 
stimulate the liver and regulate the bowels. 
Even if they only cured 


HEAD 


Ache they would be almost priceless to those 
who suffer from this distressing complaint; 
but fortunately their goodness does not en 

here, and those who once try them will find 
these little pills valuable in so many ways that 
they will not be willing to do without them 
But after all sick head 
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{s the bane of so many lives that here {s where 
we make our great boast. Our pills cure it 
while others do not. 

CartTer’s Lirt.e Lrver PIits are very small 
and very easy to take. One or two pills make 
a dose. They are strictly vegetable and do 
not gripe or purge, but by their gentle action 
| ay all who use them. In vials at 25 cents; 

ve for $1. Sold everywhere, or sent by mail 


CARTER MEDICINE CO., New York. 
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The Wabash Railway have now on sale round 
trip tickets at very low rates to southern points, 




















day, shat - —he wants to do something for your people, a P 
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so that you may give with a lavish one.” a mere whisper. fuxiL.—Your writing shows self-reliance, a very pract:- | trains on earth, passing through six states of 
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and he lifted his hand to his mouth to hide the 
twitching of the muscles, There was nothirg 
ambiguous about her reply ; it was an unmis- 
takable rejection ; it was useless either to 
plead or argue. He was at a lossto account 
for her repressed agitation, He watched her 
through the mellow twilight and became more 
conscious than ever of her exceeding loveliness 
and the hard blow which she had dealt him. 
He had been paying her attention for some 


The bathers on the beach had clasped hands 
to breast an in-rolling wave; the band was 
playing on the breezy porches of the hotel ; 
grand equipages whirled over the glittering 
sands; a ship in full sail was visible in the 
channel; the sun was sinking into the water 
line of the horizon. 

‘‘Miriam,” Brice Ventnor said, his voice 
husky, his manner agitated, “I have thy 
right to ask your reason for this rejection.” 

He was looking at her with so much direct- 
ness that she did net care to have her eyes 
meet his. 

‘“No, you have not,” she replied, the color 
coming and going in her face, “Still, I'll tell 
you. Iam prompted by revenge.” 

“ By revenge!” repeated he in a dazed tone. 

‘* Yes,” was her measured reply. ‘I want 
you to suffer.” 

‘“* And you enjoy it!" he said bitterly. ‘Then 
you know how much I love you, it seems? I 
always knew you did not question that.” 

They had been seated on a bench outride a 
amall pavilion, but were now standing. She 
was suffering more than she would have cared 
to have him know and was impatient to get 
away. 

** Pray, in what way have I wronged you?” 
he asked, ‘“ Not in thought, word oract. I 
consider myself the soul of honor,” 


stupor. 

** Sorry, dear, because of what you have 
suffered, and wlad because everything will yet 
come out all right.” 

Miriam mournfully shook her head. 

** He will never forgive me,” she said. ‘‘ He 
is proud and sensitive. My words cut deep ; 
all the more so because so undeserved. I gave 
him no explanation—no chance to defend him- 


self,” 


“He may spurn me,” cried Miriam through 
her sobs, ‘He may be as cruel and unreasor- 
able as I was, and with moreof anexcuse. It 
happened three years ago; he may love some- 
one else now; nay, he may be married to 
another. There is nothing for me to do but re- 
main silent and— endure.” 

Her grief was so great that Blanche ceased 
her efforts to pacify her. 


The orchestra was playing a quadrille ; the 
dancers were gliding gracefully to and fro; 
lights flashed, diaraonds sparkled, fans glit- 
tered, eyes beamed, Miriam Gray sat on the 
veranda by an open window, looking in at the 
dancers, her face and form plainly visible. A 
gentleman steppea from among the shadows 
on the porch ; he stopped beside Miriam. 

“ Miriam,” he simply said, though his voice 
trembled. 

Ah! She knew who had spoken. No one 
else could have pronounced her jname with 
such sweet tenderness. The blood filled her 
face, then left it deathly pale. 

She lifted her eyes swiftly to hie, a fond, 
glad, appealing look in them. 

**Your cousin has told me all,” he said, his 
handsome eyes aglow. ‘She felt it to be her 
duty. You did it for her sake. Your pride 
stood in your way. The mistake arose from a 


Carmen.—You are clever, very full of fun, vivacious, with 
much determination underlying a careless manrer. You 
sometimes ideal’ze very prosaic men and women, and you 
are happier for doing so. You love ease and comfort, have 
a winning manner when you like, with possibilities of the 
reverse ; are in want of repose and gelf-control to perfect a 
very charming character ; affection, energy and love of 
society"are yours. 

Zirta —I would not be too ready to impute a wrong 
motive though you are very right to be cautious, Your 
friend may be one of those good-hearted blunderers who 


in interest. It shows horest and sincere purpose, rather 
an undue desire to create a good impression, some geni 
ality of temper, good perseverance, rather a quiet manner 
and a well controlled and matter-of-fact disposition. A 
little more rope would do you no harm, as your discretion 
and instinct of self-preservation are quite marked. 

Racarp Rosin —1. I achieved quite a little charity with 
your stamps, enclosing them on addressed envelopes to a 
poor person in your city who was not able to pay postage 
on letters to ber relativer. Hope you don't object to the 
use I made of them. It is quite imposible to send a de- 
lineation by mail. If I sent to each who asks me my other 
wo k would be quite neglected. 2. You are generous and 
energetic, bright and ¢ecided, somewhat eelf-willed, but 
not in the Jeast selfish. Your writing shows nobility cf 
heart and a large and liberal nature, perseverance, taste 
tor affaires and good business abilities. I much admire you, 
my exile! 

Myrra —1. I th'nk jou must have found your question 
answered before this in another column. A letter is pre- 
ferable to a monogram for a young giri’s paper. Even her 
pame could be engraved as Maude or Nellie across one 
upper corner, though this is not quite so dignified. Any 
pale tint of notepaper fe nice, but don’t have your helio- 
trope-ecented with white roses, or your pink with musk or 
stephanotis, Try and have the scent suggest the same 
flower as the tint. 2. Your judgment is eo gond that l 
must compliment you on it. Temper ie fair; will, firm 
though not strikingly decided; affection is strong and 
mental ;ower ¢xcelle:t, You are disoreet in speech, rather 
vivacious in nanrer, fond cf fun and a most attractive 
creature generally. What you want you will secure, if 
eicking to your point will gain it. 








Paine’s Celery Cc mpound is Victorious ! 





MR*. GKe. BH. PARKER. 
Mrs, George H. Parker, of Winona, Ont., suf- 


fered agon’es and pains for eighteen years. 
She cansidly admits the fact that she had used 
numberless medicines without receiving any 
benefit. Phys‘cians failed in their efforts ; and 
matters seemed hopeless until Mrs, Parker was 
persuaded to try Paine’s Celery Compound. 
Every sufferer is earnestly requested to read 
Mrs. Parker's letter, and note the results after 
Nature’s great healer was used. 

“T have been a great sufferer from neural- 
gia for nearly eighteen years ; these sufferings 
at times were so bad that words would fail to 
describe them. After having tried ever 
known remedy, and difterent physicians, an 
receiving no help I was persuaded to try your 
Paine’s Celery Compound, which I have been 
using for the past four months, I am happy to 
say that I am now a different woman and com- 
pletely cured. I can recommend your Paine’s 
Celery Compound to all my friends, for it has 
been worth hundreds of dollarsto me. Believe 
me, Yours respectfully, 

MRS, GEO. H. PARKER, 
This is to certify that Mrs. Parker of 
Winona, has, during the past four months 
purchased one dozen bottles of Paine’s weer 

Compound, and claims that it has been wort 

hundreds of dollars to her. 
G. W. SPACKMAN & CO., 
Diuggists, Hamilton, Ont. 


Flett & Co., Agents, Toronto. 


FOR FIFTY YEARS! 


MRS. WINSLOW’S 
SOOTHING SYRUP 


has been used by Millions of Mothers 
for their children while Teething for over 
Fifty Years. It soothes the child, softens the 
gums, allays all pain, cures wind colic, and 
is the best remedy for diarrha@a, 








time, and was sure that she loved him. That ‘* You can explain now,” suggested Blanche. | make rash moves with the best intentiore, and, again, he Twenty-five Cents a Bottle. 
was why his bewilderment was so great and ‘“ No,” replied Miriam, in astrained tone, @| may bea sly-boots who wants to control your «ffairs for his 2 
his disappointment so keen. Knowing that | proud look coming to her face. own purposes. I can easily fancy either sort of person 
+ his character was beyond reproach, and that She wrung her hands and moaned, and noth- | doing as you relate. I think I would not accept uncer the > RIPANS ' ° 
he had in nowise offended her, he felt justified | ing that Blanche could say carried consolation | circumstances, but don’t be too ready to take cffence. If * purify the blood; are safe and éffee- ¢ 
; I can at all find time I will answer you by post, but I am e tual ;the best medicine known for ¢ 
in demanding the reason for her strange con-| with it, Herlove had been but dormant; it ae ’ ° indigestion. biljousness, headache, $ 
, on, yspe) chronic 
duct, He knew her too well to fancy for &/ re.asserted itself. Brice Ventnor had been very busy Bee ' $ liver troubles. dysentery. bad com 
moment that she was trifling with him. She | blameless. She haddeeply wronged him. She | _ B4®0K0.—Though ycur envelope is marked ** immediate $ eee aes One eee 6 
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PAN ABSOLUTE CURE | 
ADAMS PEPSIN 








TUT TI FRUTTI 


FOR INDIGESTION. 


SEE THAT TUTTI FRUTTI 
1S ON EACH S¢ PACKAGE 








Incontestable Evidence. 


His Lordship—I fahncy, now, dontcherknow, 
that the De Peyster Oldingtons are one of your 
best American families ! 

McAllister Snobson—Ah! Ya-as. They spend 
the summer in Eng!and and the winter in the 
Riviera ; one of the girls has married a count 
with sixteen quarterings ; another has run off 
with the family coachman, and two of the cons 
have fought duels over other men’s wives. 





Disordered liver set right with BrrecnAam’s 
PILLs. 





Over-Indulgence. 
Passenger—Is your husband in pain / 
Mre. Lecheteiu—He vos! Ven he find owd 
der ize-vater vas free he trink two glasses 
effery times der poy gom's py. 











Music. 


HE committee of the Toronto 
Vocal Society deserve the grat- 
itude of the immense audience 
which completely filled the Pa- 
vilion Music Hall on Thursday 
evening of last week on the 
occasion of the society's clos- 
ing concert for this season. It 
i: gratifying to be able to record the generous 
r.sponse which was made by the public in 
recognition of the enterprise of the committee 
in providing a musical bill of fare which cer- 
tainly eclipses any previous venture of this 
src'ety or any other local organization. Chief 
iaterest, of course, centered in the engagement 
of the famous New York Symphony Orchestra 
which, under its youthful conductor, Mr. Wal- 
ter Damrovch, has earned a reputation placing 
it in the very front rank of similar organiza- 
; tions on this continent. The orchestra craated 
such a favorable impression on the occasion of 
their first concert here last May, that the en- 
thusiastic reception accorded them at the Pa 
vilion on Thursday evening is little to be 
wondered at. The material of which this mag- 
nificent band is composed offers little oppor- 
tunity for adverse criticism. Whether in the 
; string section, which is superb, or in the other 
department of the orchestra it is plainly evi- 
dent that the question of finances has 
not been allowed to influenc> the general 
extellenc2 of the body of musicians of which 
Mr. Damrosc is the fortunate conductor. 
Nor is itin the ensemble of the orchestra alone 
that it is pirticularly happy. Some of its 
members are among the finest soloists pos- 
sessed by any similar organization in the 
world, prominent among whom might be men- 
tioned Adolf Brodsky, the leading violinist, or 
concertmeister, and Anton Hekking, 'cellist. I 
have heard numerous expressions of regret 
since the corcert, that neither of these artists 
was heard in a solo number. As the concert 
was made the occasion of Miss Evelyn S‘reet’s 
lozal debut as a violinist, further variety might 
have b2en lent a programme already delight- 
fully contrasted, had Mr, H-ekking been per- 
m'tted to contribute a solo. However, as it 
was I doubt whether a better pleased audience 
ever left a Society concert than tiat which at- 
tended the Pavilion on Thursday evening of 
last week. 
































































* 
With such splendid material as composes the 
New York Symphony 0 chestra, the perform- 
ance of their various numbers naturally left 
little to be desired. Mr. Damrosch’s readings 
were characteriz:d by a broad conception of the 
beauties of the works rendered, and whether 
in a Beethoven symphony or a Wagnerian ex 
corpt. his conducting revealed the cultured 
combined with an inborn 
we3thetic sympathy for the true in art a 
practical nature which is indispensab'e 
to success in the control and guidance 
of others. The orchestra's greatest successes 
were undoubtedly gained in Beethoven's won- 
derful seventh symphony and The Ride of the 
Valkyries from Wagner’s Die Walkure. The 
symphony displayed the general excellence of 
the orchestra to better advantage than any 
other number, being characterized by a breadth 
and yet neatness and delicacy of execution 
which revealed the beauties of this remarkable 
specimen of absolute music in its best light. 
Wagner's gorgeous Ride of the Valkyries was 
worked up to a thrilling climax in which the 
rich full tone of the band was powerfully 
brought out. A pleasing feature of the concert 
was the violin playing of Miss Evelyn Street, 
daughter of Mr. Justice Street of Toronto, who 
has recently returned from Germany. Miss 
Street chose the Bruch Concerto, No. 1, for 
violin and orchestra, a work well calculated to 
display a violinist’s ability. The youthful de 
hutante proved herself to be the possessor of 
excellent technical skill, a pure but not large 
tone and a mastery of detail which, with fur 
ther experience, will no doubt materially 
b-oaden her style. Miss Street was enthusias- 
tically received by the audience, who were not 
slow to appreciate and recognize the excellence 
of her work. The vocalist of the evening, Miss 
Blauvelt, was most enthusiastically received, 
her charming presence and beautiful voice and 
method creating a decided impression. 


musician, who 


The part-singing of the Vocal Society was 
quite up to the standard of their last concert. 
Ine quality of the sopranos has not been equaled 
by any society I have yet heard here. 
The altos were also very satisfactory, being 
rich in tone and true in intonation. Consider- 
ing their numbers, the basses and tenors were 
also quite effective, but hardly sufficiently 
strong to ensure a good ensemble. An excel 
lent rendition of Pinsuti’s The Sea Hath its 
Pearls, was perhaps the happiest effort of the 
Society during the evening. The prize part- 
song, Evening, by Mr. Paillips, was also well 

rendered and heartily applauded. Mendels 
/ sohn’s Forty-Second Psalm was rendered with 
the original orchestral accompaniment and 
showed the full strength of the Society to ex 
cellent advantage, at the same time affording 
an opportunity for demoustrating the solo 
resources of the organization, the arias and 
recitatives of the Psalm being admirably ren- 
dered by Misses Gaylord, Kleiser, Beach and 
Jardine-Thomson. The closing chorus, Crown- 
ed With the Tempest, from Verdi’s Eraani, 
following so closely after the dramatic orches 
tration of the Walkeureuritt, served asa sort of 


gan, assisted by Mrs. Adamson, violinist, and 


as pianist, and the Beethoven Qiartette No. 
4, op. 16, for piano, violin, viola, ’cello, Miss 
Cowley, pianist, were excellently rendered, 


solos were rendered by Miss Cowley and Miss 


formed by Miss Massie, a talented pupil of 
Mr. Morgan. Vocal solos were contributed by 
Miss Dundas and Mr. Burt, pupils of Mr. Tor- 
rington, the former singing Gounod's beau- 
tiful cavatina (Queen of Sheba) and the latter 
Handel’s well known aria O Ruddier than 
the Cherry. The music hall of the College 
was filled by an appreciative audience who 
thoroughly enjoyed the programme presented, 
- 




































































great success at its second concert for the 
season, held last week, on which occasion the 
Town Hall of that thriving place was crowded 
to the 
to gain admittance. Mr. Walter Robinson 
of Toronto, the conductor of the Society, 
had carefully trained a well balanced chorus 
and an orchestra of twenty-‘ive pieces in the 
preparation of a programne consisting of a 
cantata with orchestral accompaniment, sev- 
eral orchestral numbers and a group of part 
songs unaccompanied. I am pleased to learn 
of the artistic success of this event and of the 
evident musical awakening which is manifest- 
ing itself in Galt, which until recently seemed 
to be unconscious of its possibilities in this 
direction. 


ance of Rossini’s masterpiece, William Tell, are 
being actively pushed forward by the Orpheus 
Society. This grand work will be rendered on 
May 23 in the Mutual street Rink, by the 
Society’s chorus of two hundred and fifty voices 
and an orchestra of fifty under the direction of 
Signor D'Auria. The solo parts will be taken 
by the following artists: Arnold, by Mons, A. 
Guille, the great French tenor from the Grand 
Opera, Paris; William Tel', by William Lud- 
wig, the well known baritone; Matilda, by 
Mme. S:‘lma Kronold-Koert, who is now 
singing with great success in opera with Mr. 
Heinrischs in Philadelphia; Walter, Signor P. 
Delasco, basso; Gesler, Mr. Fred Warrington; 
H-dwiga, Miss Edith Miller; Jemmy, Mme. 
D'Auria; Radolf, Mr. J. H. Dennison, The 
Rink will seat twenty-seven hundred of an 
audience, and the price of admission will be 
one dollar toany part of the building. It is 
fully anticipated, with the great artists en- 
gaged, that at this popular price standing 
room will be at a premium, 
* 


Toronto Orchestral School attracted a large 
audience to the Pavilion on Monday evening 
last, despite disagreeable weather. An inter- 
esting programme was rendered by the juve- 
niles, assisted by about 
artists, the total number in the orchestra 
aggregating about eighty performers. Vocal 
solos were rendered by Miss F.iorence Brimson, 
Miss McKay, and Mr. F. H. Burt, a ‘cello solo 
being contributed by Miss Massie and a read- 
ing by Miss Mabel Land. The character of the 
orchestral work reflected much credit upon 
Mr. Torrington, the indefatigable conductor of 
the organization. Much praise is also due Mr. 
S. T. Church, the active secretary of the orches- 
tra. Indeed, but for the intelligent and gratuit 
ous services of this gentleman it is doub‘ful 
whether we would be privileged to record so 
successful a season for theschool. Mr. Church, 
by the way, for some years followed the pro- 
fession of music in Thorold and Lindsay. 
Some of his original compositions bear testi- 
mony of his culture, the best known of which 
is perhaps the patriotic song A British Sub 
ject. 


Conservatory uf Music was held in Association 
Hall on 
immense audience gathered to witness the 














































































































Beethoven, Schubert, Henselt, Caopin, Strass- 
Schutt and Liszt, all of which were played in a 
manner which stamped Mr. Field as an artist 
of exceptional gifts and culture. While Mr. 
Field’s rendition of his different numbers was 
characterized by remarkable technical ability 
and powers of expression, his greatest success 
was, perhaps, the final Liszt numbar, Venezia 
e Napoli, the effect of which was unfortunately 
marred through the ill-bred behavior of a por- 
tion of the audience in leaving the hall during 
its performance. The vocalists were accorded a 
warm reception by the audience, their efforts 
eliciting hearty applause. Mrs. D. E. Cam- 
eron's solo, I'll Sing Thee Songs of Araby, was 
b2autifully rendered, displaying her rich con- 
tralto voice to excellent advantage. A popular 
success was Mrs. Caldwell’s solo, Benedict’s 
Tae Birds That Come in Spring, which was 
rendered with flute obligato by Mr. Arlidge. 
Mr. Arlidge was also successful in a soio. The 
accompaniments throughout were excellently 
payed by Mr. Hewlett. Acollection was taken 
up during the evening in aid of the Infants’ 
Home and Infirmary, a large sum being real- 
ized for that purpose, 


An interesting programme of music was 
rendered at the College of Music on Wednes- 
day evening of last week by pupils of Mr. F. 
H. Torrington, the Director, and Mr. Paul Mor- 


Misses Wellsman and Morgan, on the violin 
and ‘cello. The Goldmark Trio, op. 33, for 
piano, violin and ’cello, with Miss McLaughlin 


the ensemble being very satisfactory. Piano 


Marsfield, and a ’cello solo was cleverly per- 
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The Galt Philharmonic Society scored a 


doors, hundreds’ being unable 


Ethel Shepherd and Miss 


viola, 


School for Scandal. 


Preparations for the forthcoming perform- 


treated. 
esting and profitable study. 
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Port Hope. 


stranger. 





The second concert for this season of the 


for more than usual 
those 


enjoyment. 


ten professional 


Smart, Ross, Trayes, Corbett, and others. 


party on Saturday evening, when 


Miss Corbett, Miss Mabel 


Pegley, Baker, Corbett, Trayes, and others, 


At Home last week. 


father, Mayor Burnham, last week. 
FRANCES, 





The third quarterlyconcert of the Toronto Barrie 


Mrs A. Giles and Mr. W. Campbell sp.nt a 
few days in town last week with their mother, 


Siturday evening last. An 


Mons. Boucher, violinist of this city, appeared 
at a concert in Berlin on Friday evening of last 
week and scored a great success, being repeated- 
ly recalled after his several solos, His enthusias- 
tic reception is all the more creditable since he 
was engaged at the last moment to fill a 
vacancy created by another artist breaking his 
contract, and appeared as an almost entire 


Miss Corbett was At Home on Friday of last 
week toa large company of friends. Dancing 
was the order of the evening, and the spacious 
parlors and excellent music afforded facilities 
Among 
present ‘were: Miss Stanton of To- 
ronto, Miss Field of Cobourg, Miss Kerr of 
Cobourg, Misses Bletcher, Quay, Paterson, 
King, Monselle, McLennan, Browne, Sooner, 
and Corlett, and Messrs. Field, Geo. Field, 
W. F. Kerr of Cobourg, Messrs. Chisholm and 
Pepler of Lindsay, Messrs. Pegley and Baker 
of Toronto, Mr. Webb of Brighton, Messrs, 


Miss Spooner gave a very select theater 
Madam 
Laura Schirmer-Mapleson was the attraction 
at the Grand. We noticed among the party : 
Corbett, Miss 
Stanton, Miss Spooner, Miss Quay, Miss King, 
and Mrs. Spooner, and Messrs, Bennett, Smart, 


Mrs. Helen S. Paterson gave an enjoyable 


Miss Burnham gave a very pretty five o'clock 
tea at Dunbarton Hall, the residence of her 







anti-climax. It also demonstrated the radical 
difference batween the styles of the old and 
new schools of operatic composition. The bari 
tone soloin this number was excellently ren 
dered by Mr. A. D. Sturrock, als? a member of 
the Society. The work of the Society through 
out, including the Forty-Sscond Psalm, was 
conducted by Mr. E. W. Schuch, who is to be 
congratulated upon the success of this portion 
of one of the most enjoyable concerts ever 
offered to the citizens of Toronto. 


Mr. H. M. Field’s pianoforte recita! in Asso. 
clation Hall on Monday evening last attracted 
one of the largest and most fashionable audi-. 
ences of the season. It speaks well for Mr. 

m, Field’s great popularity in Torontc that so many 
: braved the elements on this occasion to be pre. 
sent at this, his second recital for this season. 
Mr. Fiela was ably assisted by Mrs. D. E, 
Cameron, Mra. Caldwell, Mr. J. Churchill 
Arlidge and Mr. W. H. Hewlett, jr. The pro- 
gramme included pianoforte selections by 
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work of this thriving 
numbers being unable to gain admittance, 


An unusually interesting programme was 
offered on this occasion, including organ solos 


by Salome and Lemmens; pianoforte compost- 
tions by Chopin, Schumann, Liszt and Wagner- 
Liszt; violin solos by Dancla, Singelee and 
Vieuxtemps ; vocal works by Back, Blumen- 
thal, Verdi, Gounod, Dewza and Mozart. The 
Reissiger trio, op. 25, for piano, violin and ‘cello, 
and the Adagio from Haydn’s string quartette 
were the principal ensemble numbers, both 
being remarkably well rendered. The quar- 
tette, all pupils of Sig. Dinelli, were particu- 
larly effective in their number, The following 
pupils performed during the evening: Organ, 
Miss Evhel Morris and Mr. Ernest J. Pearce; 
piano, Miss Phcebe Williamson, Miss Maud 
Gordon, A. T. C. M., and Miss Louie Reeve, 
A. T. C. M., Miss Anna Butland, Miss Minnie 
Gaylord, Miss Julia F. McBrien and Miss 
Ethelind G. Thomas, A. T.C. M. The violin 


department was represented by Miss Winni- 


institution, large 


Mrs, J. H. Campbell, 

Dr. J. Hubbert, Fellow of Toronto University, 
has returned to Toronto after spending a week 
here. 

The annual meeting of the Barrie Ladies’ 
Lawn Tennisand Archery Ciub was held last 
week. The report of last year’s treasurer, 
Miss N. Baker, showed that the club was not 
only out of debt bat had a good balance to 
commence the present year on. The follow: 
ing officers were elected for the coming season : 
President, Mrs. Vansittart : firat vice, Mrs. 
S. J. Sanford ; second vice, Miss M. Spry ; 
captain, Mise B, Stewart; secretary, Miss M. 
Cotter ; treasurer, Miss N. Baker. From this 
list, composed chiefly of active players, it will 
readily be seen that the prospects of a good 
season are bright, 

Mr. Byron R. Nicholson, Crown Timbsar 
Agent, Quebec, spent a few days in town last 
week. 

A dance was held at the residence of Mrs, C, 


E, Hewson on Friday evening of last week 


TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 





WILLIAM LUDWIG 


The justly celebrated Operatic Baritone, who takes the part of Tell at the forthcoming concert 
of the Orpheus Society. 








fred Caisholm, Master Willie Anderson and 
Miss Lilian Norman; vocal numbers boing 
contribited by Miss Maggie C. Merritt, Miss 
Elith Miller, 
A. T. C. M., Miss Ida Walker, Mrs. H. W. 
Parker end Mr. H. R. Neapole. The string 
quartette was played by Misses Lona M. Hayes, 
A. T. C. M., violin; Lilian Norman, second 
violin; Eshelind G. Thomas, A. T. C. M., 
and Lillian M. Littlehales, ‘cello, 
The elocutionary departm:nt was represent- 
ed by Miss M. E. Matthews, A.T.C.M., who 
recited Scene I., Act II., from Sheridan’s 
Mr. John Bayley and 
Signor Dinelli also assisted in the Reissiger trio. 


I have received from Mrs. Moore (F. J. Hal- 
ton), London copies of two recent pianoforte 
compositions, which are among the very best 
of her efforts. One of these, A Spanish Dance, 
is dedicated to Mr. H. M. Field of this city ; 
the other, entitled Seranus, and dedicated to 
Mr. J. W. F. Harrison, is in the form of a 
Sarabande. Both of these works are character- 
istic movements and are exceedingly cleverly 
Piano students will find them inter- 
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NEWCOMBE -:- 
PIANOS 


Endorsed by the highest musical authority. 


THE FINEST MADE IN CANADA 


OCTAVIUS NEWCOMBE & CO. 


MANUFACTURERS 
TORONTO MONTREAL OTTAWA 
Head Office—107-9 Church St. 








AND 
Musical Instruments of All 
Kinds 


See Our Specialties. 
The Imperial Guitars 
The Imperial Mandolins 


Ths Imperial Banios 


The ELITE Song Folio, the STAN- 
DARD Vocal and Instrumental Folios 
and all classes of Sheet Music and 
Music Books. 

When you need anything in the 
music line please remember 

Send for catalogue. - 


WHALEY, ROYCE 4 CO., 158 Yonge St., Toronte 





WANTED—GOOD SOPRANO SOLO. 
IST for Charch of England service. Must be good 
reader. Address— 
CHOR AGU 3, Saturpay Nieur Office. 


MiSs McCARROLL, Teacher of Harmony 
AT THE 
TORONTO CONSERVATORY OF MUSIC 
(Formerly —_— resident piano teacher at the Bishop 
itrachan School, Toronto.) 
Will be prepared to receive upile in Harmony and Piano 
Playing on oo. one r 2, at ~ residence 
joseph Street, Toronto. 
Puplile of Ladies’ Colleges taught at reduction in terms. 











M®* E. W. SCHUCH 
Cor 


juctor Toronto Vocal Society. 
Ohoirmaster St. James’ Cathedral. 
Conductor University Glee Club. 
Conductor Harmony Olub. 
Instruction in Voice Culture and Expression in Sagieg. 
35 Grenville Street 


HELEN M. MOORE, Mus. Bac, 
Barmony. Counterpoiat, Etc. 
Students prepared for the Us iversity ex wminations in 
Music. Toronto OC ilege of Music and 608 Courch Street. 
























those present being: Mr. and Mrs, G. H. Esten, 
Mrs. S. J. Sanford, Mrs, J. H. Campbell, Mrs. | 
C. and Miss B. Holmes, Miss F. Hewson, Miss 
Boleter, Miss H. Murphy, Mr. L R. and Miss 
M. Boys, Dr. Chas, and Miss R. Bird, Dr. J. 
Hubbert, Mr. T. and Miss N. Baker, Mr. W. 
and Misses M. and E, Spry, Miss E. Lee, 
Misses A, and B. D;ment, Miss B. Stewart, 
Miss N. Hewson of Duntroon, Mrs. H. Giles, 
Messrs, A. E. and H. Creswicke, Dr. W. D, 
MacLaren, and Mr. D. H. MacLaren. 

Miss V. Major is visiting friends in Toronto. 

Miss S Forsyth returned last week from a 
three months’ trip to S-. Louis. 
' Mr. Wm. Roaf of Toronto, Grand Superin- 
tendent Royal Arch Masonry, officially visited 
the Barrie Masons during the past week, and 
was cordially received. 


Mr. T. R, Boys spent last Sunday in Toronto, 








KUCHENMEISTtR 


. VIOLIN SOLOIST AND TEACHER 
(tee pant of the Riff Conservatory at Frankfort-on- 
ain, and of Professors H. E. Kiyser, Hago Heermann 
and C. B -rgheer, formerly a member of the Philharmonic 
Orchestra at Hamburg, (Dr. Hans von Blow, conductor.) 
Studio, Odd Fellows’ Building, cor. Yonge and College 
Streets, Room 13, or College of Music. 
Residence, Uoruer Gerrara and Victoria Sa. Telepnone 980 


HERBERT W. WEBSTER 
OONOERT BARITONB 
Choirmaster St. Peter's Ohurch, Late of Westminster 
Abbey, Exg., and Milan, Italy. Instruction in Voice Cul- 
ture, Opera, Oratorio. Telephone 4227. 

64 Winchester St. or College of Music. 
OPEN TO CONCERT ENGAGEMENTS. 





m 1k'ng the trip on a bicycle, 








In Danger. 
Tramp—P.ease, mum, I haven't a friend ora 
relative in the world. 
Housekeeper— Well, I'm glad there’s no one 
& a over you in case you get hurt. Here, 
ge 


R. A. S. VOGT 


rganist and Choirmaster Jarvis Street 
Baptist Church 


Teacher of the Pianoforte and Organ 


Residence, 605 Church Street, Toronte 


W. F. HARRISON 


Organist and Choirmaster 8¢. Simon’s Church. 
Musical Director of the Ontario Ladies’ College, Whitby. 


ORGAN AND PIANO 
13 Dunbar Road, Rosedale 


MR. F. WARRINGTON 


BARITONE 


Choirmaster Sherbourne Street Methodist Church, Toronto, 
will receive pupils in Voice Culture, Expression in Singing 
and Piano at hie residence, 214 Carlton Street, Toronto, 


OPEN FOR CONCERT ENGAGEMENTS 











The End of the Courtsbip. 
‘* And would you die for me, George?” 
**A hundred times!” 
“Oh, if your life is insured once it will be 
enough.” 
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Artists and Teachers’ Gradaating Courses 
University affiliation for Degrees in Music. Scholar- 
chips, Diplomas, Certificates, Medals, eto. 
ree instruction in Theory, Sight Singing, Violin, Or- 
chestra and Ensemble playing. The Concerts and Reci 
by teachers and students are alone invaluable educational 
advantages. Teaching staff increased to 56. New music 
hall and class rooms lately added. Facilities for general 
- education unsurpassed. Pupils may enter any 
time. 
CONSERVATORY SCHOOL OF ELOCUTION 
. N. Shaw, B.A., Principal 
e, efficient stsff Best methods for development of 
Verbal, Vocal and Pantomimic Expression. Delsarte and 
Swedish Gymnastics. Special course in Physical Culture, 
developing mussles which strengthen voloe, also course in 
Literature. One and two year courses with Diploma. 
Connery = Elocution Calendars mailed free. 
2D FISHER, Musical 
Corner Yonge Street and Wiles dean = 


ONTARIO COLLEGE 
or MUSIC “seumrece sv= 


Established 1884 by C. Farringer 





R. HARRY M. FIELD, PIANO VIRTUOSO, HAS 
returned from a two yeat’s residence in Ger- 
many, where he has been studying with Professor Martin 
Krause, the greatest and most famous teacher in Eu 
Mr. Field also studied from ’84 to ’88 with Dr. Prot. 
Reinecke in Leipzig and had the rare advantage of a course 
with Dr. ae _ aoe, in Frankfort in 87. Oonoret 
engagements and pu accepted. For terms ly at To- 
ronto College of Muslo and 105 Gloucester week , 


STAMMERING 


CHURCH'S AUTO-VOCE SCHOOL. No advance 
fees. 2 Wilton Crescent, Toronte. 


RS. E. M. FOX 


Teacher of Guitar and Banjo. 
Studio at 32 Q seen Street East. 


Ltorp N. WATKINS 
808 CHURCH STRUET 
lon eo Guitar, Mandolin ané 




















W : 0. FORSYTH 


Lessons in Piano Playing and Theory 
Studied i adassohn 
eatin Keoean ota fast doles yet > 
Modern methods. Addreses— 
11? College Street, Torente 


ME&. W. E. FAIRCLOUGH, FCO .) 
Organist and Choirmaster All Sainte’ Church, saete. 
Teacher of Organ, Piano and Theory 
Exceptional faciliti oO 
pared for muslosl examinations, Harmony’ and mashes: 
point taught by correspondence. 
454; Ontarie Street, Torente 


M!ss NORMA REYNOLDS 

SOPRANO SOLOIST 
Graduate Toronto College of Music and Underdraduate of 
Trinity University. Concert, Oratorio, Church. Pupils 
received. Miss Reynolds is the only certificated — 
teacher of W. Elliott Haslam, under whom she has taught 
for three years, and from whom she has received the high- 
eet testimonials. Address— 

Toronto College of Music and 86 Major St, 


CARL AHRENS, A.R.C.A. 
SUMMER SKETCH CLASS 


Addrees— 


We guarantee thorough work from the lowest to the 
highest grades of music, as the instruction is given by ex- 
perien teachers only. 

Z ow eanenaes — ste 5 ye questions @ ¢ read- 
rs, but also show careful rough trai: ‘2 touch, 
technique and expression. - " = 


Pract'cal instruction in harmony in connection with 
piano studies. 


OBRTIFIOATES AND DIPLOMAS 
Telephone 3921 

















Doon, O .t. 


M38 HEMMING, ARTIST. 
Portraits in Oil and Water Color. 
Studio, Room 70 


TORONTO COLLEGE 





ARTISTS 
and "ea OF M U Ss | C ny Contederation Lite Butlding. 
DIPLOMAS (LIMITED) a W. L. FORSTER 
Send for calender. 


¥. H, TORRINGTON, Mus. Director. ovina uae - e aaet ART I ST 
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Social and Personal. 


Continued from Page Four. 
holy bonds of matrimony his second son, Mr. 
Frederick Carmichael of the Bank of Montreal 
to Miss Eva Jessie Macrae, youngest daughter 
of the late Alexander S. Macrae, formerly of 
England. Of course brides always look lovely, 





. but this bride looked the very impersonation of 


dainty sweétness, She wore an exquisite gown 
of soft white India silk, richly trimmed with 
ancient Honiton lace, Brussels net veil with 
myrtle and orange blossoms, and carried in her 
hand a magnificent bouquet of white roses and 
maiden-hair fern, The bride was attended by 
Miss May Francie, who wore white silk and 
carried pink roses, and her nieces, Miss Lan- 
sing Macrae of Niagara and Miss Muriel L. 
Smellie, who wore pretty gowns of pink silk 
and cashmere with large hats of cream crepon 
and carried baskets of roses and carnations, 
The wedding was a very quiet one, only the 
family and a few very intimate friends being 
invited gueste. Nevertheless quite a number 
of well-wishers assembled in the church to 
see the happy pair united. The ceremony 
was most impressively conducted, and Mr, 
Doward played the Wedding March in his 
accustomed perfect manner. After the ser- 
vice was over, Mrs. Macrae, mother of 
the bride, entertained her guests at 67 Henry 
street to a most recherche breakfast, and the 
beautiful display of presents was greatly 
admired. The young couple left by the 
one o'clock train for Buffalo and New York. 
They sail on Saturday in the Alaska for a three 
months’ tour in England, Scotland and Ireland, 
The guests were : The Very Rev. Dean of Mont- 
real and Mrs. Carmichael and their sons, Dr. 
and Mr. Somers Carmichael, Mr. and Mrs, 
Robert Scarth Smellie, Master Rex. and Miss 
Brenda Smellie, Mr. and Mre. Hubert H. Mac- 
rae, Mr. and Mrs. Evelyn Macrae, Mr. and Mrs, 
G. Ernest Macrae, Mr. and Mrs, H. D. Camp- 
bell, Mr. Gerald Wade, Mr. and Mrs. Henry 
Wade, Rev. and Mrs. H. G. Baldwin, Miss 
Evelyn Durand, and Rev. Mr. Rennison. The 
bride was given away by her brother, Mr. 


Norman Macrae. 
* 


Mr. W. E. Sampson is able to be up again 


after his serious illness of almost two monthe. 
7 


Mr, Frank C. Wells of the New York Times, 
and formerly of the editorial staff of the Tc- 
ronto Glcbe, was married at Brooklyn, N. Y., 
on April 20, to Miss Florence E, B. Compston 
of Leeds, England. Mr. Wells is a son of 
Prof, James E, Wells, M.A., of this city. 

a 


Mr, Pellatt gave a delightful impromptu pro- 
gressive euchre party on Thursday evening. 


A, F, Webster, general steamship agent, cor- 
ner King and Yonge streets, booked the fol- 
lowing passengers to sail this week for Europe. 
Jno. Ross, W.S, Williamson, Edwin Hill, Thos. 
Swan, Jno. Mark, Jno. Macdonald, Thos. Bar- 
ton, Wm. Creaghe, Mrs. G. Cook, J. S. Boyd, 
Mrs. Boyd, Mrs. Robertson, Mrs, Barnett, Miss 
Ravine, J. R. Sutherland, Miss Scott, W. Lee, 
Wm, Stedman, Dr. Graham and Dr. Hamilton. 





Hamilton. 





Another very fashionable wedding took 
place at Christ Church Cathedral last Saturday, 
the contracting parties being Miss Helen 
Isabel Faulkner Ridley, third daughter of Dr. 
Ridley, to Lieut. Robert Hodgetts Labatt of 
the Thirteenth Battalion, a very popular 
young gentleman. Many invitations were 
sent out and the front seats were held for the 
relations of both parties. All the ladies wore 
the latest spring costumes and the eftect was 
very grand, To prevent the church being 
over-crowded, tickets had been issued to out- 
side friends and the usual crowd had to 
observe from the street. The ushers were : 
Dr. Osborne, E. Herbert Ambrose, Mr. 
Robert Baldwin of Toronto, Mr. Miles Hamil- 
ton, Mr. Kilgour, Mr. George Gillespie and 
Mr. Allan Scatcherd of London. The bride 
was*escorted up the aisle by her father, who 
gave her away. The bridegroom, with his 
best man, Lieut. W. W. Osborne, awaited in 
the chancel. The bride was attired in a gown 
of white corded silk, trimmed with Irish lace, 
tulle veil, orange blossoms and _lilies-of-the- 
valley, and carried a bouquet of orchids, The 
bridesmaids were Miss Ridley, Miss Minnie 
and Miss Sophie Ridley, Miss Baldwin of To- 
ronto, Miss Labatt (cousins of the bride), Miss 
Hamilton and Miss Violet Smith of Toronto. 
They wore Japanese silk, four being trimmed 
with pink and four with blue velvet, all wear- 
ing large black hats with trimmings to suit 
their costumes, Rev, Arthur Baldwin of To- 
fonto, uncle of the bride, performed the 
ceremony, assisted by Bishop Hamilton. 
Lieut. and Mrs. Labatt left by the 5.30 
train for Atlantic City, where they will 
remain a short time. Among the guests 
present were: Dr. and Mrs. Malloch, Mr., Mrs. 
and Miss Walker, Mr. and Miss Alex. Bruce, 
Mrs, McLaren, the Misses Harvard, Dr. and Mrs. 
Mullen, Capt. Henry and Mrs. McLaren, Hon. 
J. M. and Mrs, Gibson, Mr. and Mre, Edward 
Martin, Mr. and Mrs, Strathy, Col. Stanley of 
London, Dr, and Mrs. Brown of Montreal, Mr., 
Mrs. and Miss Barker, Mr. and Mrs, Bunburg, 
Napier Burns, Mr. and Mrs, Mackelcan, Dr. 
Baemer of London, Mrs. and Miss Labatt of 
Toronto, Mrs. Ferrie, Miss Simons, Mr., Mre, 
and Miss Lottridge, Mr. and Mrs, George 
Thompson, Mr, and Mrs, K. Martin, Mrs. Mc- 
Innes, Mr., Mrs. and Miss Leggat, Mrs, Wylie, 
Ridley Wylie, Mr. and Mrs, T, D, F, Farmer 
and many others. REx. 

— 9. 
Kingstor. 





On Wednestlay evening of last week a recep- 
‘tion was given atthe residence of Mrs, White- 
bread, Rideau street, to Messrs, E, Miller and 
J. Laird, who will shortly leave for British 
‘Columbia. A pleasant time was spent by 
those present. 

Miss Creeggan has arrived home after a pro 
onged visit to Montreal, Ottawa and other 
cities, 

There was a successful rehearsal of Pinafore 
in the opera house on Tuesday evening of last 
week, The special scenery painted for the pro- 
duction of the opera was in position, A full 
practice of the orchestra and chorus combined 
was held in the opera house on Thursday last. 

On Monday night last the residence of Mr. 
R. T. Walker, Bariie street, president of the 


Limestone Hockey Team, was the scene of a 
farewell to Van Leslie, a member of the team, 
who is about to leave for Fort William as clerk 
in the bank of Montreal. Dancing to the 
music of an orchestra was thoroughly enjoyed 
by the many friends of the hockeyists, and the 
handsome junior championship cup carried off 


last season by the Limestones was filled and 
passed around with the refreshments. The 
party broke up at an early hour and everybody 
went away charmed with the hospitality of the 
host and hostess, 








Galt. 


A very pleasant evening party, with cards 
and dancing, was given on Monday evening by 
Mrs. Howell. Among those present were : 
Mr, and Mrs. H.S Howell, Mrs. James War- 
nock, the Misses Blain, the Misses Spiers, the 
Misses Goldie, Miss Lennard, Miss Bailey, Miss 


Perry, Miss Walker, and Dr. Woods, Dr. Hawk, 
Mr. Bisset Thom, Mr. Wurtele, Mr. G. A. 
Woods, Mr. D. Spiers, Mr. Card, Mr. Kirk- 
patrick, and Mr. Wissler. 

_—- —{qs+e—______—__ 


To the Land of the Kangaroo. 


If further proof is required that the CANA- 
DIAN PACIFIC RAILWAY COMPANY has 
the interest of its patrons as well as the pro- 
gress of Canada at heart, it will be found in 
the fact that they have inaugurated a new 
Steamship service between Vancouver, B. C., 
and Sydney, New South Wales, with arrange- 
ments for stop-over at the intermediate points 
of Honolulu, Ssniwich Islands, Brisbane, 
Queensland. The passage will take twenty- 
one days each way in the steamships Miowera 





j and Warrimoo, which are of 5000 tons burden, 


and steam at an average of fifteen knots an 
hour, with a capacity of 125 cabin passengers 
each. The Miowera is booked to leave Van- 
couver, June 14, 

As a guarantee that the voyage will be made 
as comfortable and attractive as possible, it is 
only necessary to look at their other efforts in 
the providing of steamship accommodation 
both on the Pacific Ocean and the Great Lakes, 
which stand out foremost in the world, Any 
agent of the Company is able to give full par- 
ticulars. 


Our 
Diamond 
pox... 


is only about three 
inches wide and six inches 











long, but its contents 
would purchase _ several 
rows of very desirable 


houses on some very de 
sirable streets in this city 
—not merely the equities 
in them, but buy them out 
and out—a practical illus- 
tration of the hackneyed 
“good things in smal} par- 
cels.” 

If you, are interested in 
diamonds we would like to 
show you through our 
stock—the largest and best 
of both mounted and loose 
gems in Canada 


Ryrie Bros. 
Cor. Yonge & Adelaide Sts. 


We select our stock per 
sonally from the cutters 
in Amsterdam. 





PROF, ALEXANDER 


IN 


West Association Hall 


Cor. Queen and Dovercourt Road 


FRIDAY NIGHT—“ Happy Homes.” 
SATURDAY NIGHT—“ How to Read Character.” Sil- 
ver collection, 


MONDAY NIGHT—‘ Love, Courtehip, 
Jealousy.” Admission, 153. and 250. 


THE ANNUAL GENERAL MEETING 
TORONTO ATHLETIC CLUB, Ltd. 


Will be held at Mr HARRY WEBB’S BALL ROOM, 66 
and 68 Yonge Street, Toronto, Ont., on 


Monday, 151h May, 1893, at 8 o'Clock p.m. 
to receive and consider the report of the Directors and to 
elect Directors for ensuing year, and the transaction of 
other business. C GREVILLE HARSTON, Seo.-Treas. 


MONSARRAT HOUSE 


I Classtc Ave., Toronto. 


Boarding and Day School for Young Ladies 


MISS VENNOR, Principal 


(Late Tre over House, London, Eng ) 


A thorough course of inetrution will be given in Eng- 
lish, Mathematics and Modern Languagee. Pupils pre- 
pared for Univerelty examinatiors. Classes in Swedish 


Carving will also be held twice a week. 
For terms and prospectus apply to Principal. 


(ntario Nociely of Artists, 
AUCTION SALE. 


aist ANNUAL EXHIBITION Now Open. 


Marriage and 











At the close cf the exhibition the patrone of the society 
will be given an opportunity to obtain the latest and best 
works of the artiste at their own prices. 


On EVENING of MAY 10th 


the collection will be sold by seen in the Gallery of the 
e y> 
KING STREET WEST, 
These sales being customary with other Art Societies in 
the great art cen(ere of ths world. 
0. M. HENDERSON & CO., Auctioneers. 





Nociely and Fashion Papers 


JOHN P. McKENNA’S 


80 Yonge St., near corner King. 


HARPER'S BAZAR, 
THE LADY, English. 
L’ART DE L& MODE. 
THE GENTLEWOMAN, English. 
LE BON TON. 
TOILETTES. 
THE QUEEN. 
THE SEASON. 
LE MODE DE PARIS. 
MODERN SOCIETY. 


80 YONGE STREET 117 Yonge Street } 


NEAR COR. KING 
Publisher, B okseller, and Newsdealer. 


Maccabee | 
Dramas 


Will by SPECIAL REQUEST be repeated on | 


Telephone 1717. 





Saturday Afternoon and 
Evening of May 6 | 


Under the distinguished patronage cf His Honor the Lieut.- 
Governor and Mrs. Kirkpatrick, W. R. Meredith, M.P.P , 
G. 8. Ryerson, M.P.P., E. F. Clarke, M.P.P. 


100 People on the Stage 


60 Persons in the Chorus 
NEW COSTUMES, Etc. 





Matinee prices, 25 and 602. Evening price, 25, 50 and 76c. 


IMPERIAL BANK OF CANADA 


DIVIDEND NO. 36. 


Notice is hereby given that a dividend of four per cent. 
and a bonus of one per cent upon the capitai stock has 
been declared for the current half-year, and that the eame 
will be payable at the bank and its branches on and after 


THURSDAY, the Ist Day of June Next, 


The trantfer books will be closed from the 17th to the 
31st May, both days inclusive. 


THE ANNUAL GENERAL MEETING 


of the Shareholders will be held at the Bank on Wednes- 
day, the 21st day of Junenext. The chair will be taken at |! 


noon. 
By order of the Board. 











D. R. WILKIE, Cashier. | 
Toronto, 27th April, 1893. 


| 
Change of Name | 


On the 1st of May we assumed our new name, namely : 


The STANDARD FUEL 00,, Ltd. 


No change is made in the personel of our managemeni, 
but owing to the enormous inoreage in our trade it has 
been deemed advisable to take a name unidentified with 
any private individual. We sincerely and cordially thank 
the public for the generous patronage extended to us for 
many years past, and respectfully solicit a continuance of 
the same in the future. 

Under our new name ard with cur greatly improved ard 
improving facilities we hope to still farther increase our 
already large business. In buying yourfuel you will find 
it in your interest to place your order with us. A trial 
order is solicited. Remember the name— 


The STANDARD FUEL C0., Lid. 


Formerly Tux ©. J. SMITH CO., Lrp. 
General Cffices, 68 King St. East 
’Pones, 1836 and 863 


NOEL MARSHALL, Vice-President and Manager. 










Christy 
Knives'| 


BREAD~—CAKE-—PARING. 
Free by Mail. 





One Dollar per Set. 


Christy Knife Company, 
30 Wellington St. E . TORONTO. 


t= AGENTS WANTED. “=14 J 


R. WOLFE 


IMPORTER 


Ladies’ Tailor-Made Mantles & Costumes 


WHOLESALE AND RETAIL 
TELEPHONE 1509 








AND MANUFACTURER OF 


LD 


Wy 


\ \N 


’ 





We lead; others follow. We carry the 
most fashionable line of Mantles and Cos- 
tumes to be had in the Dominion. We guar- 
antee a perfect fit to any mantle we sell. It 
will pay you to call and see us before buying 


Extra sizes made to order—no 
Orders by mail promptly at- 
Tel. 1509. 


elsewhere. 
extra charge. 
tended to. Moderate prices. 


WALLACE'S 


110 Yonge Street 


Ladies’ Tan Bluchers (hand sewed) and Oxfords in all 
the modern designs, also a full assortment of Blacke. 

In Gent’s Boots and Shoes I have the newest styles in 
Tan, Bals, Blucher, Congress and Oxfords. 

See the assortment in window. Note the addrese— 


W. L. WALLACE, 110 Yonge St. 


4 Doors south of Adelaide, West Side. 





-—>— ZOPESA CHEMICAL CO.TORONTO 


For the Ball Room .. . 


For this and all other state occasions oc- 
curring in the evening a full dress suit is 
indispensible. To the casual observer there 
are few perceptibie variations in the conven- 
tional evening dress of the period, but to the 
man of taste and style the gradations of 
change from year to year are plainly dis- 
cernible. For the past two or three seasons, 
it may be noted, a radical change has been 
made in the style and material used in the 
making up of dress suits. 

Broadcloth and doe skin have absolutely 
disappeared, and the rich, hard woven diag- 
onals have given place to the rough finished 
Cheviot and Venetian finished worsteds that 
have been the universal rage in London and 
New York. 

The present mode of the make up requires 
that the lapels of the coat should be faced 
with heavy black gros grain silk, but tailors 
who consider fine points of fit line the body 
ot the coat with satin de chines, as the satin 
fits closer and firmer and the coat slips on 
easier. 

Such are the styles as furnished by 


Henry A. Taylor 
No. 1 Rossin House Block 


BARLOW CUMBERLAND 


General Steamship and Tourist Agency. 


Different Canadian and New York Trans-Atlantic Lines, 
Local, European and Foreign travel. Personally conducted 
on indepsndent tours as passengers may elect. 


72 Yonge Street, Toronot. 


CHAS. E. BURNS 
STEAMSHIP AND TOURIST AGENCY 


FOR 


England, Ireland, Scotlacd, the Continent and 
all parts of the World. 


LOWEST RATES to West Indies, Fiorida, 
Georgia and all Southern States, 


April, May, June and July Tours in Europe, 


Best hotel accommodation World's Fair, and 
all places in U. 8S. and Canada. 


For all information, call or address 
CHAS. B, BURNS, 77 Yonge St.. TORONTO 
*Phone 2400 (2nd door above King), 


Beigiam Reyal and 

RED STAR LINE U. 8. Mail Steamers 
New York to Antwerp and Paris Wednesdays and Satur- 

| daye. Highest-class steamers with palatial equipment. 
Exeursion tickets valid to return by Red Star Line from 


Antwerp, or American Line from London, Southampton or 
Havre. Ask for ‘ Facte for Travellers.” 


BARLOW CUMBERLAND, Agent 


‘May 
Weddings... 


WEDDING INVITATIONS 


VISITING CARDS 
&ce., &c. 
... Printed and Engraved 
In the Latest Styles 
JAS. BAIN & SON 
FINE STATIONERS 
| 53 King East, Toronto 
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See our I 





AMONDS 


Iandsome Solitaire Diamond Rings 
at $7.50 and $10 00 


Bros. Clearing Sale 
168 Yonge Street, Toronto 





MAY 8th 









Direct from the 
Renowned Vaudeville 
Theaters of London, Eng. 


Whale (il Gus 


And Little Monday, too.. 


The STIRES 


Sailor Whittlers. 


They will give to eveiy lady visit- 
ing the Musee on Friday afternoon 
nexta HANDSOME specimen of 
their beautiful work. 


Baby Monkey 
{0e. 












MOORE'S MUSEE THEATER 


TORONTO’S OWN PADEREWSKI 
mr. AND MRS. BILLY CARKEEK 


= Stebb & Trepp - 


THE METAIMORPHOSIC COMEDIANS, OR DR. JEKYLL AND [IRS. HYDE 









ADMITS TO ALL 


Seserved Seats 65 and 10 Cents 


WEEK 
OF 
MAY 8th 









Make their professional debut at the Musee next week. 
They will be in com 
has ever appeared at the Musee. 


ny with the Strongest Artiste that 





The Quaintest 
Novelty of the Season 


Miss Zarah Ceballo 


Balancing Trapeze Artist. 
Seven seasons with Bar- 
num’s show. 


MeNULTY SISTERS 


ARTISTIC SONG and DANCE 
and PEDESTAL CLOG. 


Arvida Svensson 


Swedish Character Vocal- 
ist and Warbler. 


~106e. 
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TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 








"Varsity Chat. 


ROFESSOR ASHLEY, now of 
Harvard, but who lately occupied 
the chair of Political Science 
here, is said to have been offered 
a similar position at Chicago Uni 
versity, with an annual stipend 
of seven thousand dollars. 


* 

Quite a pleasant social evening was spent 
last week at the residence of Mr. D. R. Keys, 
M. A., by a number of the students and others, 
Such little gatherings are always eagerly wel- 
comed, and many a graduate will testify that 
similar events are among the most pleasant 
recollections of his undergraduate days. 


* 

Dr. J. H. McCasey has been appointed for a 
term of three years chief medical superinten- 
dent of the asylums for the insane in the Sate 
of Kansas, at a salary of $3,500 per annum. Dr, 
McCasey is a graduate of the medical faculty 
of the University of Toronto and a member of 
the Ontario College of Physicians and Sur- 
geons. He received his early education in 
Owen Sound, 


. 

Immediately after the examinations the La- 
crosse team will cross the border. Already a 
large number of games have been arranged for, 
the principal of which are with the Cornell 
University Club and the New York Athletic 
Club. Before commencing the tour a match 


will be played with the Toronto Lacrosse Club, ! 


The Association Football Club have com 
menced practice for their May matches. Nearly 
all the stars of last year are hard at work, in- 
cluding Thompson, Goldie, Duncan and Buck- 
ingham. It has been arranged that the Pull- 
man team of Chicago is to be met at Berlin on 
the Queen’s Birthday, and on May 30, Decora- 
tion Day, a return match will be played in 
Chicago. Almost the same team as last year 
visited Chicago to play the Thistle Club will 
this year battle for Varsity against the Pull- 
manites. 


The personnel of the baseball team isthe main 
topic amongst those interested in this sport. 
Considerable disappointment is felt at the loss 
of Messrs. Coty and Fitzgerald, who will this 
year play with the St. Michael's College nine. 
Even with these players absent the team of 
this year will be the strongest aggregation 
ever placed in the field by ’Varsity. These 
will probably represent the club: A. N. Gar- 
rett (captain), first base; Dr. Andrus, second 
base ; Wardell, third base and change catcher ; 
Murphy or Wilson, short stop; Hamilton and 
Samson, pitchers. The outfield will be com- 
posed of Moore, McIntosh, and another. The 
tour will be opened by two games with London 
on the 24th of May, after which Peterboro’, 
Ottawa, Kingston and other eastern cities 
will be visited before the scheduled games in 
the States are played. The team will probably 
make an excellent showing in the competition 
at the World's Fair. ADAM Rvruvs, 


oo _ 


Art and Artists. 











HE editor of the art department 
is always glad to receive items 
of news interesting to the read- 


ers of this column. 
a 


At the sale of Mr. Forbes’ 
paintings on Wednesday lasta 
large sum was realized, and Mr. Forbes has 
reason to be pleased with his success. This 
will be adieu to this talented artist and his | 
charming wife, who are leaving for the States. 
We hope that a few months’ residence there 
will satisfy our esteemed friend and that he 
will return to town again, as we do not care to 
lose such a good citizen and clever artist just 
atatime when Toroato is forging ahead and 
becoming an art center. 


The Art Student,a new monthly published 
by Ernest Kuanft at New York, is received | 
and isa creditable publication. | 


By reference to an advertising column it will 
be observed that the Ga!braith Academy has 
secured the services of Mr. L. R. O'Brien, | 
R.C.A., the famous water color artist, as one 
of the professors, | 


Mr. Forster has just completed a good effec- 
tive portrait of Mrs. Aikins, wife of the Hon, 
J. C. Aikins., 


It appears that the portrait of the old 
woman, No. 150, referred to in last week's 
report of the O. S. A exhibition, was painted 
by Miss Carlyle and not Miss Houghton, It 
was a mistake in the catalogue. 


In our last issue we gave a cut of Mr, 
Forster's painting, Tne Convalescent, but held 
over further reference to it until this week. | 
The subj :ct is well thought out and very pleas- | 
ing. The young child lyingin his little cot, 
recovering from a long illaess, is visited by one 
of his young playmates, who presents him 


Triumph of Love 


She—Father's salary has been doubled. 
He—Good ! 


tinguished members. Her untimely summons, 
with its unusually sad surroundings, came on 
Thursday, April 13, after more than three 
weeks of intense suffering from brain fever 
and bronchitis complicating an attack of la 
grippe. She was so gifted with rare genius 
and with unusual artistic ability, enhanced by 
long practice and experience, which placed her 
in the first rank in her profession, that it seems 
deplorable she could not have been spared to 
fulfil the mission she believed to be hers and 
to have lived at least half the tims allotted to 
a human life. Comp:tent critics say that if her 
life and energy had b:en spent and applied 
where art is best appreciated and under cir- 
cumstances and conditions favorable to the 
possible development of her creative and execu- 
| tive abilities, she would have found a name and 
place amongst the famous. She was a pretty, 
petite girl of the most gentle manners and 
engaging conversation ; warm-hearted, gener- 
ous, self-denying and unassuming; a dutiful 
and affectionate daughter, a sympathizing, 
warm. hearted and true friend; indus- 
trious and devoted to her profession; loved 
and admired by her friends toa degree more 
to be felt than described. Deprived of her in- 
herited fortune, when least able to suffer or 
afford it, by a fault not her own, her ambition 
—the aim of her life—was to regain at leasta 
portion of it by her own efforts, to providea 
home for those dependent on her and then to 
further develop her talents under the tuition 
and guidance of the best masters abroad, with 
the hope of attaining a high position and 
securing an envied name in the glorious world 
of art. By constant self-denial and over- 
work, detrimental to her health, she had 
the former almost within her grasp when, in 
the inscrutable ways of Providence she was 
called, with her unfinished picture of ambition 
plainly in sight, ‘‘to that bourne from which 
no traveler returns.” Her funeral services 
were conducted in an impressive manner by 
Rev. Mr. Tomkins of St. James’ Episcopal 
church, Asif to illustrate her boundless love 
of them in life, the room and coffin in which 
she lay were, by the tribute of devoted and 


| sorrowing friends, literally filled with the most 
| beautifal flowers. 





The Student. 


HERE are a good many current 
ideas about students that are not 
very much in the way of their sal- 
vation. Some people look on them 
with distrust, and, strange tosay, 

these are chiefly tradespeople who get as a 
rule better prices and as good pay from him as 
from others, Naturally, students are lively 
and fond of fun, but what sort of a generation 
would we be living in if our fathers had been 
brought up by Murdestones and acted accord- 
ingly? A row in college or a supper is distin- 
guished by more noise than cause or result, and 
this is a fine study in logic in which the result 
is greater than the cause, and again the 





with a toy horse with which he is immensely 
pleased. The subject is handled with great | 
delicacy, and the expressions on the faces of | 
the little invalid, the nurse and the cheery 
little visitor tell the story. The light is 
daintily placed and not exaggerated. We do 
not like the curtains nor the white cap on the 
visiting child, as there seems to be p)vaty of 
white in the picture, but these are defects 
which can be easily remedied. F. E. G. 


The Cleveland Herald has this about a To- 
ronto artist “A small but fine collection 
of water color paintings is now on exhibition 
at the galleries of the J. F. Ryder Company. 
The artist is G. Brnenech, whose work is 
known and admired in Cleveland. The pic- 
tures are well worth inspection. Many of 
them are striking—puarticularly those depict- 
ing scenes in Norway and several Canadian 
autumn landscapes. The highest priced pic 
ture is an English country scene, After the 
Rain, though there are several smaller ones 
which are equally beautiful, notably those 
showing a Welsh moor, a headland of the 
Lofoten Islands, and a morning scene on 
Georgian Bay.” 


The early, unexpected and lamented death 
of Miss Eisie Elise Simons has removed from 
the midst of the Canadian colony of Chicago 
one of its best known, most esteemed and dis- | 


cause greater than the result, Twenty men 
from a college can make more row than two 
hundred rowdies, and one rowdy will do more 
damage than ten students, and in mean actions 
the student does about .0001 in comparison 
with the average man. 

For pure love of sport any number of 
students will give money and time, but what 
would athletics be if there were no collegians ? 
A true collegian will always stand doyally by 
his alma mater, but except in extreme youth 
and consequent ignorance the average sport 
has no preference for any place, and one team 
is as good as another. People sneer at spend- 
ing three or four years at college and call 
it unpractical, Probably Newton, the early 
chemists, our electricians, were so deemed 
by their contemporaries, Everything we value 
or is of practical use to this world has been 
inveated or rendered workable by men who 
come from the world's universities ; and then 
if this is granted they say : ‘‘ Well, science is 
all right, but how about philosophy, and Latin, 
and Greek?” Well, a little philosophy and 
some knowledge of political economy would 
not hurt some men who vote for some policies 
that have bsen dominant on this continent 
and elsewhere; and as for literature, our 
criticizsra are principally drawn from the class 
whose only reading is newspapers and novels, 
and who show that they require something 





We can afford to get married now.—Life 





| to yield and be firm, 


| terested in the spread of the gospel ian foreign 


| 


to make them even partially civilized, for man 


W. Cable, H. C. 
Orne Jewett. Mrs. Burnett contributes more 
of the recollections of her childhood with 
abundant illustrations by R. B. Birch, the 
illustrator of Little Lord Fauntleroy. Robert 
Blum writes picturesquely of an Artist's Im- 
pressions of Japan, with many more of the 
wonderful p’ctures made during his residence 
in that country. Francisque Sarcey, the emin- 
ent French critic, contributes a brief paper 
on The Comedie Francaise at Chicago, and 
there are poems by Robert Louis Stevenson 
and Thomas Bailey Aldrich. In short, it is 
believed that such a list of artists and wri-ers 
has never before appeared under the cover ofa 
single magazine. he greatest care has been 
taken in the mechanical production of the 
number, which has a specially designed cover 
by Stanford White, who made the original 
covér of the magazine. It is interesting to note 
that the original drawings, manuscripts, 
a etc., of this Exhibition number are to 
e displayéd at the Caicago Exposition. 





April Belfords is clever and_ high-class. 
Sketches of Concord Philosophers by Sara A. 
Underwood treats of Rilph Waldo Emerson, 
A. Bronson Aleott, Col. T. W. Higginson 
Julia Ward Howe and Dr. Edmund Mont- 
gomery. One of the b:st short stories pub- 
lished anywhere during the month is Little 
Bo-Peep by Forrest Crissey, illustrated by 
J. Beggs. 





The Sunday afternoon addresses in Convoca- 
tion Hall, Qaeen’s University, Kingston, have 
been collected and printed in pamphlet form 
by the students of the university, at twenty-five 
cents per copy. The pamphlet is for sale at all 
newsdealers, and the enterprise of the students 
should be encouraged. 


Jules Verne’s latest work, Mistress Branni- 
can, a story of adventure covering nearly all 
parts of the world, the deserts of Asia, the 
jungles of Africaand the wilds of Australia, 
has ee’ been issued in Canada by the Rose 
Publishing Company of Toronto. Jules Verne 
has spent the last five years in rambling over 
the face of the earth and this book contains 
the fruits of his travels. This imaginative 
author has shown a great falling-off in his 
power in all his recent works, but notwith- 
standing this, Mistress Brannican will be read 
with avidity. It is lavishly illustrated. 


The historic old church of St. Mark’s, Niagara, 
which was reconstructed last year in celebra- 
tion of its centenary, has had its history 
written and published by James Bain & Son, 
Toronto, The book is handsomely bound in 
cloth and contains portraits of those connected 
with the church since 1792, including the 
Venerable Archdeacon McMurray, the pre- 
sent grand old man of St. Mark’s, Pictures 
are also given of the old interior, the new in- 
terior, the outside elevations, the graveyard 
and the monuments of well known dead. The 
book will be in lively demand. 
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does not live by bread alone. 

Life is not all work and strife. A few years 
of steady and social intercourse without the 
ever-present sense of not knowing how to live 
next week are of immense use. In fact, I have 
yet to meet one college graduate who repented 
of the time spent in college, and from m2n who 
have lived in residence there is nothing but 
highest praise, from men who are materially 
successful even for a Scrooge. 

The student lives and is a great thing for the 
world, for without him half the lightness of 
this too dull earth would vanish and our too 
angular corners of se'f-assertion would be 
worse than now, for in college a student learns 


REVIEWER. 





A Pezan of Joy. 
Blow ad’ horn en call da” people, 
Fetch d’ banjo en d’ bones ; 
Ring d’ bell frum out d’ steeple, 
Yell en shout in glory tones ! 
In fact, a man who uses 
his opportunities in a college for three or four 
years is a geutleman and a worker, and after 
this there is no further praise. ae We F 


* Whad’s d’ mattah?” Lawd a mitey, 
Doan’ yo’ know whad's raised d’ roof, 
Aint yo’ heard about d’ Rigby 2 
It am d’ only Waterproof. 


DON'T BoIL 





College Missions. 


ee 


The Board of the Canadian College Mission 
is magioga special appeal to all who are in- 


lands on behalf of the work it has undertaken 
in Korea. Dr. Hardie has been working like a 
hero ever since he landed on the shores of the 
hermit nations, but his Béard has not been 
able to support him in a manner which would 
enable him to do the most efficient service. 
Many from whom subscriptions were expected 
have failed to send them in, consequently $700 
is needed immediately by the Board in order 
that it may pay the deficiency in Dr. Hardie’s 
salary and defray certain expenses incurred by 
necessary building. 

A prominent citizen of Toronto had only to 
learn of the need to forward at once his check 
for $20. The board feelsconfident that there are 
many others like him who only require to have 
placed before them the opportunity of helping 
ia this good work, and therefore makes known 
its needs, resting assured that He who has 
declared that the silver and the gold are His 
will put it into the hearts of his faithful p2ople 
liberally to respond. Subscriptions may be 
sent either to Prof. Hume of University 
College, chairman of the Board, or to the sec.- 
treasurer, Dr. W. Harley Smith, 236 Spadina 
avenue, Toronto. 


Its not necessary. 
the wash without boiling or 
single piece. 
washed in thiS way. 


no steam about the house. 


SURPRISE Soap 





finest fabrics. 
Use it on wash day and 








New Books and Magazines. 


Probably the finest number of a magazine 
ever issued is the Exhibition or May number 
of Scribner’s. The conductors of Scribner's 
offer this a3 their contribution to the World’s 
Fair. They have planned to make it as fine an 
example of an American magazine as can be 
produced, It is put forth as a representative 
number to show the literary, artistic and 
mechanical resources that are employed in 
such a publication, and is fully representative 
of the individual writers who have made the 
existence of a great magazine possible. This 
issue contains nearly one-third more matter 
than the regular numbers of Scribner's, and 
the illustrations are of extraordinary abund- 
ance and richness, including twenty-five full 
pages, two of them in colors, the frontispiece 
being a reproduction of a pastel by Robert 
Blum, Among the artists are the eminent 
Frenchmen, Albert Lynch, Boutet de Monvel, 
and Marchetti; the Englishmen, Alfred Par- 
sons and William Hatherell; and a striking 
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rtly alive, has not 
ere and throughout 


list of American artists, including J, 
Alden Weir, W. TT. Smedley, How- 
ard Pyle, George H. Boughton, 
F, 8. Church, Irving, R Wiles, 


Reinhart, Mowbray, Blashfield, C. D. Gibson, 
and Metcaif. Oa its literary side this E chibi- 
tion number shows a list of contributors such 
as has never been brought together before ina 
single issue of a magazine. The opening 
article isan unpublished autograph narrative 
by Washington, describing in a most graphic 
manner The Braddock Campaign—a manu- 
script which is unique among Washington 
relics. Jt was written by him for the use of 
Colonel Hamphreys in a proposed biography. 
W. D. Howells contributes a charming auto- 
biographical sketch entitled The Country 
Printer, which embodies recollections of his 
youth, I¢ isillustratei by A. B. Frost. Pro- 
minent English writers are Walter Basant and 
Thomas Hardy. The American short story is 
exhibited at its best by such mastera of the art 
as Bret Harte, Henry James, George 
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and cleanest way of washing too. 


The Interpreter. 


Stranger—A glass of beer and a Swiss-cheese 
sandwich, 
Waiter (calling)—Ambsr collar and a target. 
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Cures Consumption, Coughs, Croup, Sore 
Throat. Sold by all Druggists on a Guarantee. 
Sold by Hargreaves Bros. 
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BRANCHES- 93 and 729 Yonge Street 
'PHONKS—1496 and 1087 


; © bAommesi’ £ 
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THE LEADING UNDERTAKER 
347 Yonge Street, Toronto 
TELEPHONE 679 








REINER 
H. STONE & SON 


(D. STONE), 
UNDERT4KERS, 237 Yonge Street. 
| TELEPAONE 931. 





DON’T SCALD 


the clothes on wash day. 


SURPRISE SOAP does 


scalding a 


The clothes last longer 
Its the quickest 


There’s 


makes white goods whiter; colored goods brighter ; 
flannels softer; nor does it injure the tenderest hands or 


every day. 





| ASK YOUR GROCER FOR 


The Celebrated 


CHOCOLAT 
MENIER 


Annual Sales Exceed 33 MILLION Lbs. 


For Samples sent Free write to C. ALFRED CHOUILLOU, MONTREAL. 





Where can we get your goode? is an inquiry often sent to the agent for FRANCIS’ PATEAT LOOP HOOKS 


AND EYES by ladies who bave been looking for our goods in antiquated 
them yet. They are for sale in the leading King street store and in many of the first-class shops 


. Twenty-one Canadian wholesale houses carry a full range of our goods. 


shops, where the mossback buyer, only 





BUY THE 


Celebrated Lehigh Valley 


COAL 
COAL CO. 


FROM THE 


GENERAL OFFICE: Esplanade, Foot of Church Street. 


BRANCH UFFICES: 818 Yonge Street, 10 Kin 
Street West and Subway, corner Bathurst Street an 


Street East, Queer 
Cc. P. R’y. 
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Before and After Taking. 


. 
Being Two Equally Candid Opinions of Jeremiah Bolton, 
Expressed by His Neighbor, Hiram Stiggins 


6 €-— S THERE a person living in this vil- 
lage by the name of Jeremiah Bol- 
ton?” asked the stranger of Hiram 
Stiggins, who was sitting on the top 
rail of the fence. 

“He doesn’t live here,” said Hiram, a good 
deal of emphasis on the word. 

“‘T havea letter from him and he gave this 
place as his address.” 

“Oh, it’s his address all right enough. _We 
don’t call Jerry’s existence living, you know. 
He vegetates. And if you want to collect any 
money from him, let me give you a pointer or 
two that'll save you some trouble. You just 
go back where you came from and wait till 
Jerry sends it, You'll get the cash just as 
quick that way as by bothering him about it. 
Jerry’s the allfiredest loafer in the hull country, 
and that’s saying a good deal, for I know most 
of the folks in the neighborhood. I've lived 
here myself goin’ on twenty-four years. Some 
of’em are spleeny enough, and these times a 
man has to be up and doin’ ef he wants to pay 
his debts, let alone gittin’ credit for makin’ 
more. Times ain’t what they used to be. I 
remember nineteen years ago this spring 
when——” 

‘What is Mr., Bolton’s business? He is a 
mechanic, isn’t he?” 

“Jerry? He ain't got no business—never 
had. I tell him he’s got no business to live, 
Beats me what such men are made for in the 
first place. Natural born loafer, Jerry is. Yes, 
sir, * Works? When you see Jerry Bolton 
tackle honest work, you look out fer the judg- 
ment day the week after. The world will be 
comin’ to an end, sure. Why last harvest—I 
own this farm joinin’ the village—and men 
were mighty scarce, I come over to get Jerry 
to help me with the hayin'—offered him good 
pay—a man can get anything he likes in hayin’ 
nowadays. "Tain’t Jike what it used to ba, 
Seems as ef the more machinery we get ona 
farm the more work there is to do. Labor 
savin’, they call them. Labor makin’ is more 
like it. I remember sixteen years ago last 
harvest that we——” 

** Wouldn't Jerry work?” 

**Not by a long chalk. Needed the money, 
too. His wife was doin’ the washin’ for the 
village to keep the children and Jerry alive. 
As fer the rent, they never thought o’ payin’ no 
rent, Iownthe house he lives in and I sup- 
pose Jerry thought I would take it out in rent 
ef he came to work, Still, that’s flatterin’ 
Jerry. He hain’t sense enough to be afraid I'd 
apply his wages on his rent. He’s just good 
for nothin’. He's a tinkerer, Jerry is. Allus 
workin’ at some new-fangled thing that ain't 
no good to any livin’ creature. Jack of all 
trades and gocd at none, I tell him. Trusts 
Providence and his wife mostly. Jerry would 
have starved long ago if it wasn’t for that 
woman. She’sasight too good forhim. But 
she’s just as big a fool as Jerry, for she believes 
he'll do somethin’ some day. She’s the only 
one creature on earth that does, but that don’t 
make no difference to her. She’s a faded, 
washed-out creature, and the only time she 
flares up is when someone tells the truth 
about Jerry and she hears it. Jcst like a 
woman, you know. There’s no accountin’ fur 
‘em. Many a woman with a good, hard-workin’ 
husband don’t appreciate him, There’s my 
wife, fur instance——” 

** What does he tinker at, principally?” 

‘“*Who? Jerry? Oh, Lord knows. Some 
fool thing or ‘nuther. Deacon Swipes says it’s 
perpetual motion, but I tell the deacon there's 
no motion, perpetual or otherwise, about Jerry, 
Perpetual dum foolishness, I callit. Trying to 
geta livin’ by the sweat of somebody else’s 
brow. I tell ‘em down in the village that 
Jerry’s a smarter man than any of us ‘cause he 
can live without work and wecan’t. Time was 
in this country that a man had to work or 
starve. Things ain’t what they used to be, with 
the young folks all wantin’ to clerk in the city. 
I remember twenty-one years ago wher.——” 

“Then how does he manage to live?” 

** IT tell ycu he don’t live ; he vegetates, and 
on my vegetables, too, mostly. Only the other 
day Miss Bolton, she came to our place with a 
basket and said she wanted to borrow a basket 
of potatoes. I says to her, ‘ Miss Bolton, you 
can’t borrow nothin’. Ill give youa basket of 
potatoes, if you go out and dig ‘em. But I’m 
no such a dum fool as to lend anythin’ to the 
Bolton family.’ Then she ups and cries and my 
wife she says—well, that’s neither here nor 
there. Some women don't know when they’re 
well off and other women can’t bear to hear 
the truth. I went down to Jerry's and gave 
him a piece of my mind. Had to do it to some- 
body or bust, for my wife’s a plain-spoken 
woman—and then a man shouldn't be a tyrant 
in his own family. Well, Jerry he just looks 
at me and says nothin’. I believe the man’s 

crazy. He didn’t seem to heara word I said, 
but just looked past a person as if someone 
had hit him with aclub, He’ll go to an insane 
hospital yet, and be kept at the county ex- 
pense—his family, too. Hanged if 1 can see 
the sense of lettin’ a man like that havea 
family. I remember years ago when—yes, the 
first house you come to, right on the edge of 
the village. No, it ain’t much of a house ; 
more of a shanty, as you say, but it’s a mighty 
ght bigger’n any rent I ever get fur it. 
Good. bye, stranger.” 
TEN YEARS LATER, 

Hiram holde forth to a crewd of listeners on 
the veranda of the tavera. 

* Know Mr. Bolton? Well, I should rather 
say I did, I can remember the time when 
Jeremiah Bolton didn’t have a second shirt to 
his back, and I know some people who had 
doubts about the first snirt. Poor? Job's tur- 
key wasn't in it with Jerry—I allus used to 
call him Jerry an’ he used to call me Hiram, 
There wasn't no Misters between us them 
days. Some of you boys think yourselves 
smart but there’s none of you can hold a candle 
to Jeremiah Bolton. No, sir. Last ‘lection, 
when there was talk of running Jerry fur 
Guvnor, I knowed Jerry wouldn't take no nom 
ination. What did he care ebout being Guv- 


nor? Why, Jerry Bolton could buy the hull 


state ef he wanted to.” ‘ 
“*Most of the Governors have to do that, 


said a by-stander. 
“Well, Jerry ain’t that kind of man, Fact 


is, they don’t build men like Mr. Bolton nowa- 
days. Why, I remember eleven years ago, 
before Jerry took out his patent, an’ he was 
feelin’ kind o’ discouraged, I says to him, 
‘ Never you min4, Jerry, your time’s a-comin’, 
You'll be able to buy out the county some of 
these days,’ Why, there wasn’t a man in this 
town believed in Jerry but me. There was old 
Deacon Swipes, him that’s dead and gone. He 
used to say to me, ‘Hiram, I can't imagine 
what the devil you see in that wuthless coot, 
Jerry Bolton.’ The deacon, he used to swear 
just a little, ’cause he'd been a lumberman 
once, and a man has to swear when he’s bring- 
in’ down a raft, but he never knew he swore, 
and nobody liked to tell him, and he a deacon. 
Why, the preacher, he used to ——” 

“What did you say to the deacon about 
Bolton ?” 

“Oh, I says to him, ‘ Deacon, you're all right 
at seeing anything that’s right under your nose, 
but you're no good at dealing with the future,” 

‘* The preacher attended to futurity, I sup- 
pose?” 

‘‘Jess so, jess so, But the deacon could 
never see why I took such trouble with Jerry, 
but I knowed he wasn’t no common kind of a 
man. He had a way of lookin’ past you and of 
not hearin’ what a person was sayin’ to him 
that——” 

**Lucky man!” 

‘Exactly. He was always a-studyin’ and 
a-studyin’in his mind. We used to talk about 
his patent, and though he never'd tell what he 
was figyrin’ on you could tell which way his 
mind was turned. ‘ Hiram,’ he used to say to 
me, ‘great inventions, like the air brake and 
the telegraph and the Standard Oil Company, 
they’s only thought out once ina life-time. It 
takes a big man to invent them sort of things, 
and I'm only asmall man, Hiram.’ He was 
always a modest man, was Jerry.” 

‘*That was because he was so much in your 
company.” 

‘* Well, anyhow he used to say that what he 
wanted to invent would be some little thing 
that everybody wanted to have and couldn’t do 
without when once they had it, and that 
wouldn’t cost much, and wouldn’t last long, 
and yet would pay fifty per cent. to the maker 
ofit. ‘Hiram,’ he used to say to me, ‘if soap 
wasn't invented, that’s what I would like to 
invent and get a patent on it.’ He never could 
have lived ef it hadn’t been for me. Lived ina 
house I owned at that time, and most they got 
to eat come off my farm, I never bothered him 
about no rent nor pay, and when he was 
troubled about it I used to slap him on the 
back and say: ‘ You wait till your ship comes 
in,”” 

‘Didn't he pay the mortgage on your farm, 
Hiram?” 

‘* Well, that’s neither here nor there. That’s 
a private matter ’twixt him and me. Besides, 
it was like this: I put the mortgage on to get 
the money for his patents——” 

“Why, it was in the papers that the man 
from New York put up the casb.” 

“Now, young man, you keep your shirt on, 
and don’t be too smart, I didn’t need to use 
no money for that, because I brought Jerry the 
man from New York. 'Twas me introduced 
‘em. The man from New York made a good 
enough thing out of it, and he can thank me 
fur it, not that he’s ever done it.” 

“ But Jerry was gratefal?” 

‘*You bet he was. And he didn’t want to 
hurt my feelings nuther. His wife she came 
to my wife with the papers that Jerry had 
brought up and she says to my wife, * Hiram 
was good to us when we was poor, and so you 
give him these ere papers for a present.’ Then 
Jerry's wife, thinking of the bard times, I sup- 
pose, she breaks down and cries, and my wife 
she keeps her company, and them two women 
had a good cry together.” 

‘* Over your goddness, Hiram, I suppose?” 

‘* Well, that’s neither here nor there, Jerry 
knows who backed him up when it was hard 
sleddin’ fur him, and now, by gum, he’s rich 
enough to buy us all out and never feel it, and 
has a big house in New York. I allus said 
that’s what he would come to, and ef the dea- 
con was alive, he’d tell you the same thing.”— 
Luke Sharp in Detroit Free Press. 








The Sober, Industrious Poet. 


“* Alas, Mary!” exclaimed William Sonnet, 
as he entered his neat but humble tenement 
apartment a few days ago before the close of 
Lent, * I fear that our Phingster holiday this 
year will be anything but a merry one. My 
employers Kave notified me that if they re- 
ceive any more complaints of the goods from 
my department they will give me the sack.” 

William Sonnet was certainly playing in 
hard luck, although it would be difficult to 
find in the whole of Jersey City a more indus- 
trious, sober young poet, or a more devoted 
husband and father. For nine years he had 
been employed in the Empire Prose and Verse 
Foundry, the largest literary establishment on 
the banks of the Hackensack, where by sheer 
force of sobriety and industry he had risen 
from the humble position of cash-boy at the 
hexameter counter to that of foreman of the 
dialect floor, where forty-five hands were kept 
constantly employed on prose and verse. Dur- 
ing these years Lis relations with his employers, 
Measrs. Rime and Reeson, had been of the 
pleasantest nature, until about six months 
previous to the opening of this story, when 
they began—unjustly, as it seemed to him—to 
find fault with the goods turned out by his de- 
partment, There were complaints received at 
the office every day, they said, of both the 
dialect stories and verses that bore the Empire 
brand, 

The Century Magazine had returned a large 
invoice of hand sewed negro dialect verses of 
the ‘' Befoh de Wah” variety, and a syndicate 
which supplied the Western ma:ket had car- 
celed all its spring orders on the ground that 
the dialogue goods had, for some reason or 
other, fallen far below the standard maintained 
in the other departments of the Empire 
Foundry. William was utterly unable to ac- 
count for this change in the quality of the manu- 
script prepared on his floor, and as he sat, with 
his bowed head resting on his toil-hardened 
hand, and the sweat and grime of honest labor 
on his brow, he looked, indeed, the very picture 
of dejection, 

* William,” said his wife,as she placed a 
caressing hand on his forehead, ‘‘ you have 





‘in vain, 
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You must know that when you wooed 
and won me a year ago, I had been courted by 
no less than four different poets who at that 
time were employed at the Eagle Verse Works 
in Newark, but have since found positions 


pect. 


with Messrs, Rime ard Reeson, I will not 
deny, William, that I toyed with the affections 
of those poets, but it was because I deemed 
them as frivolous as myself, and when they 
went from my presence with angry threats on 
their lips I laughed in merry glee. But when 
I saw them standing together on street cor- 
ners, with their heads togetker in earnest con- 
versation, I grew sick at heart, for I knew it 
boded us no good. Be warned, William, by 
my words,” 

The next day when the whistle blew at noon, 
William Sonnet ate his dinner from his tin 
pail as usual, but then, instead of going out 
into the street to play base-ball with the poets 
from the adjacent factories, as the Empire 
Foundry employees generally did, he took a 
quiet stroll through the whole establishment, 
under the pretense of looking for an envoi 
that had been knocked off the end of a bal- 
lade, 

In the packing department was a large con- 
signment of goods from his floor, ready 
for shipment, and he stopped to examine the 
burr of a Scotch magazine story to make sure | 
that it had not been rubbed off by carelessness, 
What was his surprise to find that the dialect 
which he himself had gone over with a cross- 
cut file that very morning was now worn com- 
pletely smooth by contact with an emery- 
wheel! He replaced the story carefully in the 
fine sawdust in which it was packed, and then 
examined the other goods. They had not yet 
been touched, but it was evident to him that 
the miscreants fully intended to finish the de- 
structive work which they had only had time 
to begin. Returning to his own bench he 
passed two or three poets who were talking 
earnestly together, and by straining his ears 
he heard one of them whisper : 

‘We'll finish the job to-night. 


Meet me at 
ten.” 

That was enough for William Sonnet. He 
determined without delay what course to 
pursue, 

At half-past nine that evening, three myster- 
fous figures draped in black cloaks entered the 
Empire Prose and Verse Foundry by a side 
door. William Sonnet was one of the three, 
and the others were his employers, Messrs. 
Rime and Reeson. He led them to a place of 
concealment which commanded a full view of 
the packing-room, Before long, stealthy foot- 
steps were heard, and the four conspirators 
entered, 

** Listen,” said the eldest of the quartette, as 
he threw the light from his dark lantern on the 
sullen faces of his companions; “* you all know 
why we are here. This night we will 
complete William Sonaet’s ruin, and East- 
er Monday will find him hunting for 
work in Paterson and Newark, and hunting 
Why is he foreman of the dialect de- 
partment, while we toil at the bench fora 
mere crust? Mary Birdseye is now his bride, 
but when we wooed her we were rejected like 
our own poems,” 

* And that, too, although we enclosed no 
postage,” retorted the second poet, bitterly. 

** Now to work |!” continued the first speaker, 
as he stooped to examine some goods on the 


floor. ‘“‘ What have we here? A _ serial 
for the Atlantic Monthly ! Well, we'll 
soon fix that,” and in another moment 


he had injected a quantity of ginger into the 
story, ruining it completely. Then the work 
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of destruction went on, while Messrs. Rime 
and Reeson watched the vandals with horror 
depicted on their faces. A pan of sweepings 
from the humorous department, designed for 
Harper’s Editor's Drawer and the Bazar, was 
thrown away and real funny jokes substituted 
for them, A page article for the Sunday sup- 
plement of a New York daily, entitled Mil- 
lionaires who have Gold Filling in their 
Teeth, embellished with cuts of twenty dif- 
ferent jaws, was thrown out, and an article on 
Jerusalem the Golden, ordered by the 
Whited Sepulchre, sutstituted. 

Messrs. Rime and Reeson could control them- 
selves no longer. Stacked against the wall, 
like a wood-pile, were the twelve instalments 
ofa Century serial by Amelia E. Barr, which 
had been sawed into the proper lengths that 
afternoon. Seizing one of these apiece, the 
three men made a sudden onslaught on the 
miscreants, and beat them into insensibility, 


Then they bound th¢«m securely and delivered 
them over to the tormen tors, 

As for honest William Sonnet, he was made 
foreman of the whole foundry, and his wife, 
who was a fashion writer, and therefore never 
fit to be seen, received a present of two beauti- 
ful new tailor-made dresses, which fitted her 
so well that no one recognized her, and she 
opened a new line of credit at all the stores in 
the neighborhood. 

It was a happy family that sat down tothe 
Easter dinner in William Sonnet’s modest 
hoe; and, to make their joy complete, before 
the revast was ended an envelope arrived 
from William’s grateful employers, containing 
an appointment for his bedridden mother-in- 
law as reader for a large publishing house,— 
James L, Ford in Truth, 


EpitorR SATURDAY NicgHt,—Will you allow 
me space in your valuable paper to tell your 
many lady readers the valuable discovery [ 
have made, Had I known this ten years ago it 
would have saved my husband hundreds of 
dollars and myself years of suffering. Since 
my boy was born, ten years ago, I have been a 
great sufferer from womb trouble. The best 
physicians in Canada and the United States 
were consulted, my husband sparing no ex- 
pense where we thought there was any chance 
of acure. Getting uo relief from their treat- 
ment, I began to give up hopes. Last winter I 
caught a cold, which settled in my kidneys, 
and having seen Dodd’s Kidney Pills adver- 
tised for this purpose tried a box, and strange 
to say my womb trouble began to disappear. 
After taking four boxes I was entirely well. 

I now take one of these pills every morning 
and feel like a young girl again. I have told 
many of my lady friends who were similarly 
afflicted and they used them with the same 
good results. I have never heard of these pills 
being recommended for that purpose, and for 
this reason I write you that other suffering 
women may benefit by my experience. It is 
needless to say that my kidney trouble also 
disappeared. thank you for your valuable 
space and trust that this information may 
be the means of bringing health to many 
homes as it has to that of 

Ten YEARS A SUFFERER. 
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Gaze’s June and July short-tour excursions 
to England, Ireland and Scotland are excep 
tionally attractive this year. Sailing outward 
June 20 and July 4 by Cunard line to Queens- 
town, returning July 29 and August 12 by 
steamers Umbria and Etruria, They embrace 
journeys by water, rail, carriage and jaunting 
cars, and visit Queeenstowr, Cork, Blarney 
Castle, Bantry Bay, Glengariff, the Lakes of 
Killarney, Dub'in, Giant’s Causeway, Belfast, 
Glasgow, The Trossachs, Edinburgh, Melrose 
Abbey, Abbotsford, Dryburgh Abbey, Durham, 
York, Lincoln, Peteboro’, Ely, Cambridge, 
London, Stratford, Warwick Castle, Chester 
and Liverpool. : 

This six weeks’ trip costs but $375 (side trip 
to Paris $14.25 extra), and includes first-class 
steamer and railroad througout, hotel accom- 
modation, transfers, carriage drives, services 
of qualified conductor and other expenses, as 
per programme. Full part’culars may be had 
for all tours by applying to Chas. E. Burns, 
tourist agent, 77 Yonge street, Toronto. 


In the Toils. 





Decisive Matron— We've come to git married. 
Justice of the Peace—Pardon me, madam, but isn't there a great dis 

Decisive Matron—Never you mind about that. : z, 
‘ enemies in the foundry whom you do not sus- ! goin’ t’ ‘lope with this young feller t’-night an I'm goin’ t' stop him or biga 


rity in your ages ? 
aughter Henrietta wus 


Jest go ahead. M mize him.—Judge 


DENTISTRY. 
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DENTIST 
Has removed to 32 Bloor Street West. 


DR FRAR K J. STOWE, Dentist 

Student of Dr. Parmly Brown, New York. Office, 468 
Spadina Ave., close to College St. Teeth filled evenings by 
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M W. SPARROW,L DS , Dental Surgeon 


Central Dental Parlors 
N. W. Cor. Spadina Avenue and Queen Street, Tosgnto, 
Special attention paid to painless operating. 


DFS. BALL & ZIEGLER 
DENTISTS 


Offices, Suite 23 ‘The Forum,” Yonge and Gerrard Ste. 
Hours, 9 to 5 Telephone 2232. 
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MASSAGE 


THOFMAS COOK, 204 King Street West 
TELEPHONE 1286. 


D®: BERTHA DYMOND 
Diseases of Women and Children 
196 COLLEGE ST. 








TELEPHONE NO. 2583 


Dr. Oronhyatekha 


Special attention given to diseases of Throat, Lungs and 
Nervous System, Electricity and Inhalations. 

Consultation rooms, 29 and 30 Canada Life Building. 
Houre—10 a.m. till 4 p.m., and 7 to 8 p.m. 


A M. ROSEBRUGH, M.D., 
™ EYE AND EAR SURGEON 
137 CHURCH STREET, 
ANDERSON & BATES 
Eye, Ear, Nose and Throat Specialist 
Telephone 3922. No. 6 College Street, Toronto. 


OHN B. HALL, M D., 326 and 328 Jarvis 
Street, 
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HOM@OPATHIST 
8 jalties— Diseases of Childrea and Nervous Diseases 
of Women. Office hours—11 to 12 a.m. and 4 to 6 p.m. 


T R. PALMER 


420 College Street 
Telephone 8190. 8rd Door from Yonge Street. 
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In affiliation with Academie Julian, Paris, France. 


School of Painting, Modeling and Drawing 


Young Women's Christian Guild Building 
19 and 21 McGill Street, Teronte 
The pupil advances from the study of the finest antiques 
to the living model. 

Proressors—G. A. REID, R.O.A., J. W. L. FORSTER, 
RC A., HAMILTON McOARTHY, R.O.A, L. R. 
O'BRIEN, R.C.A. 

Circulars and terms on application at the studios, or by 

mail on addressing the Secretary. 


PRESBYTERIAN LADIES’ COLLEGE 


TORONTO 


Literature, Science, Elocution, Physi- 
cal Culture, Art and Music 


Applications now received for 


Next Session, September 6 


Calendars and Forms of Admission sent on application. 
T. M. MACINTYRE, M.A., LL.B., Ph. D. 


TORONTO AND STRATFORD, 


Practical education pute on the edge, polite education 
the polish. Both are desirable, but the practical is eesen- 
tia). 


It Will Pay You to Attend the Best 


Our Toronto College, located at the corner of Yonge and 
Gerrard Streets, is undoubtedly the largest and 
beat equipped business college in the Pominion. 
Our Stratford School is the leading businzess college 
west ef Teronto. The course of stady in cach 
institution is up te the highest standard of ex- 
cellen ce. 


Now is the Time to Enter 


Catalogues free. 
SHAW & ELLIOTT, Principals. 
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We keep in etock ready made sh ee 
that will fit you as perfectly as a cus- 
tom made ehoe. Don't take our word 
for it. Oome and see for yourself. Be- 
sider, ready-made ehoes are much 
cheaper than ordered shoes. 
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Walkerton. 

On Friday, Apri! 21, the youth and beauty of 
Walkerton assembled at Mill View, the resi- 
dence of Mr. R. Truax, this time the occasion 
being a progressive pedro party composed en- 
tirely of the fair sex. This is the first attempt 
the young ladies here made at a party of this 
kind, and all proclaim the new departure a 
grand success! Shaded lights shed a rosy 
glow over the gay scene. Soft music came 
stealing in from the distance, adding much to 
the pleasure of the evening. Miss Truax re- 
ceived her guests in a very pretty gown of blue 
silk. Among those present were: Misses 
Nichols, Stead, Roether, Barrett, Bruce, Tol- 
ton, Sinclair, Hughes, Astley, Klein, Crawford, 
Rogerson, Wilkes, Sinclair, Todd and Fox. The 
handsome prizes were won by Miss Bruce and 
Miss Rogerson. : 

A very pleasant euchre party was that given 
by Mrs. J. A. Rittenger on Tuesday, April 25, 
and composed of young ladies. A large num- 
ber of guests competed for the pretty prizes, 
which were won by Miss McLean and Miss 
Todd. Mrs. Rittenger made acharming hostess, 
and the evening was a success in every partieu- 
Five tables were arranged for the card- 


lar. 


players. ‘ ' 
Miss Stevenson of Mount Forest and Miss 


Biggar of Indianapolis are visiting at Dr. Sin 
clair’s, 

The darcce given by the young people on 
Thursday, April 20, was inevery way 4 most 
enjoyable success, and as gay & party as could 
have assembled danced the merry hours 
away. The young ladies provided a tempting 
supper and the floor was in excellent order. 
The dance was largely attended and all enjoyed 
themselves with a vim and vigor which told 
of youth and good spirits in perfection. There 
were some very pretty gowns and faces in the 
assembly. I regret that the large number pre- 
sent forbids my giving a list this time. 

Mrs. Astley and her two tair daughters were 
At Home on Friday evening of last week to a 
large number of their young lady friends, pro- 
gressive pedro being the feature of the evening. 
The prizes were won by Miss Crawford and 


Miss Stead. PICKWICK, 
———— 


Simcoe 


Mrs. Reginald Biulton, who has been the 
guest of her mother, Mrs. D. Tisdale, returned 
home to Toronto on Saturday. 

Mrs. Coverton and daughter have been the 
guests of Mrs. Robert Willson. 

Miss M. Willson is visiting Mrs. 
Campbell in Toronto. 

Mrs. Alexander Kyle has returned home to 
Montreal. 

On Tuesday evening last staff of the 
Bank of Hamilton gave a very successful dance 
rooms, Dancing up until 
about two o'clock. The very 

eche he and served caterer, 


I, Lorne 


the 


was kept 
supper 


in their 
was 
was by our 
reorge Lea. 

Last Thursday evening Mrs. Canfield gave a 
delightful evening for her cousin, Miss Tisdale 
The evening was spent in 
Some of those present were 
W. C. McCall, Mr. and Mrs. 
H. B. Donly, Miss Brook, Miss Taylor, and 
Messrs. Wallace, Grasett, Rounth- 
waite, Carnochan, and King. 

rhe final meeting of the Whist Club was 
held at Mr. J. H. Ansley's on Friday evening 
of last week, it being a very successful meet 
ing. The prizes were won by Mrs. Joseph 
Jackson and Mr. W. C. McCall. MURIEL. 


of Alanieda, Cal. 
playing cards, 


Mr, and Mra. 


Stewart, 


He Deserves To Be Patronized. 


‘**Come into this store here. I want to geta 
pair of boots and you can give me the benefit 
of your advice,” said Dalton tome. “ Besides, 
you look fagged and you can take a rest at the 
same time.” I went with him and turned into 
Wallace’s, 110 Yonge street, We sat 
down on the comfortable seats provided for 
customers, and Dalton proceeded to make his 
purchase, I give him credit for being the most 
fastidious man who ever wore shoes, and the 
proprietor credit for being the most patient of 
men, for my friend very quickly had an array of 
all the newest styles of tan boots around 
him, trying on first one and then another, | 
finding fault with all, until I got tired and 
walked around looking at the well assorted 
stock and the tasteful manner in which the 
goods were displayed in the windows, where, | 
by an artistic arrangement of different colored | 
velvet curtains, the different styles of boots | 
and shoes were made to appeal more strongly | 
to passers-by causing them to break the com.- | 
mandment against covetousness. At last Dal- | 
tom selected his shoes, paid for them and walk. | 


where 


Mieroloe 
Kuller 


Suppose that one of your children having 
colic you should place the traditional ipecac 
and paregoric in the family coffee pot, so that 
while the sick one got well the well members 
would be sickened. Or suppose that, the grip 
being epidemic in some city, the mayor should 
empty a hundred barrels of laudanum and 
— into the common reservoir and thus 

ose and poison everybody, sick or well. 
That's just what we do when =o drugs to 
cure disease. The medicine and poison we 
swallow for cancer or diphtheria, for instance, 
goes as straight to the healthy points as it does 
to the place of disease ; nor can we eat bread 
to feed the limbs without eating it to feed the 
brain. Every time we take an opium pill we 
opiate the whole body. Every time we take 
a tonic dose of arsenic we poison the whole 
system. Under the, discovery that all disease 
is caused by microbes, and that the cure of all 
disease is merely a matter of neutralizing mi- 
crobic poison in the system without the poison- 
ous medication of the system itself—until the 
discovery of the Microbe Killer, which acts 
upon the human body harmlessly, as the sun 
acts upon the orchard—the whole practice of 
medicine was based upon a fearful error, upon 
the awful mistake of supposing we can send 
the remedial pills or syrups direct to the dis- 
eased lung or kidney without carrying the 
taint and bane throughout the entire anatomy. 
All common “‘doctoring” contemplates either 
barbarism or clear impossibility—that of abat- 
ing the —— of sickness by counterpoison- 
ing the body or that of using the blood veins of 
man as direct pipes to send one drug this way 
and another that way at will, just ak we use 


| iron tubes to squirt nitric acid on a caterpiliar 


without harm to the plant, or arsenic powder 
on a worm without harm to the rose, The 
virtue of Microbe Killer is that it acts on dis- 
ease germs as a neutralizing principle, but on 
the system itself as a principle of vitaiity, nu- 
trition and health. 


At all Chemists, or 120 King st. west. 


Wn, Radam Microbe Killer Co 


(LEIMITED.) 
TORONTO, OAN. 





TNO. 
PACIFIC KY. 


@ PEOPLE'S 
POPULAR 
© 


ONE WAY 
Will leave Toronto at 11 20 p.m. 


PARTIES 


For British Columbia, Washington, Oregon, 
California in Tourist Sleeping Cars, Teronte toe 
Seattie without change. 


ed out, remarking to methat ‘“‘ Wallace was an | EVERY FRIDAY 


old friend of his, an enterprising man who gave | 


A through Tourist Sleeping Oar will leave Toronto at 


his eustomers good value, in fact, a man who | ® 45%. for Bosten, Mass., and 


deserves to be patronized.” 


| 
Mnster—What became of the children of 


Agamemnon ? Pupil (after mature delibera 
tion)—1 think they're dead by this time. 


| 


EVERY WEONESDAY 
LL 


A through Tourist Sleeping Car will leave Toronto at 
3 p.m. for Chicage until further notice. 
Apply to any O. P. R. Ticket Agent for 
full particulars. 





NIGHT. 


RIFT OF THE NEWEST JACKETS 


We cabled for “ Fifty of the newest Jackets with 
Capes in all the fashionable shades of Tan.” 
voice is to hand, and we expect to show them on 


to-day or Monday. 
THE VERY LATEST THINGS UP TO DATE 


COATS ~» JACKETS & 


R.WALKER&SONS &@ 


3 King Street East 


33, 35, 


37, 39, 41 & 4 


They are 


WE INVITE INSPECTION 


CURA 


Silk and Twist is stronger, smoother, more elastic and 
lustrous than any other thread For all ladies’ tailor- 
ing, dressmaking and general domestic purposes it has 


no equal. 


If you want the best try 


( 
baila 


ESTABLISHED 1855 


Basket 
Trunks 


Leather 
Trunks 


Gladstone 


Dress Suit 
Cases 


10S HECLARKEsCO 10: 


Bags 


Card Cases 
Purses, &e 


Sample 
Cases 


Faney Goods 
Flasks, &e. 


H. E. CLARKE & CO. 


105 King Street West 


The CHAS. ROGERS & SONS C0, Ltd 


JUST PUT INTO 8TOOK 
NEW DESIGNS IN 


Bedroom Suites, Dining-Room 
and Drawing-Room 


FURNITURE 


AND FANCY CHAIRS AND TABLES 


AT VERY LOW PRICES 
97 Yonge St. 


|CARPET CLEANING 


| eae by the HYGIENIC Carpet- 
Cleaning Machine. 


We also clean Carpets Without REMOV- 
ING from the floor if necessary. 


SATISFACTION GUARANTEED. 
ORDERS PROMPTLY ATTENDED TO. 


J. & J. L. OMALLEY 


FURNITURE WAREROOMS 
Telephene 1057 160 Queen St. West 


The in- 


“ 


1 My ) 
i 


j 


j 


CUNARD 


8.°S. LINE, 


EUROPE 


Agent also for Allan, State, Dominion, Beaver, Ham- 
burg, Netherlands, Wi'son and French Lines. 


A. F. WEBSTER iol sca Yonge ste. 


Freehold Loan and Savings Company 
DIVIDEND No, 67 


Notice is hereby given that a dividend cf 4 per cent. on 
the Oapital Stock of the Company has been declared for 
the current half-year, payable on and after the first day of 
June next at the cffice of the Company, corner of Victoria 
and Adelaide Streete, Toronto. The transfer books will be 
closed from the 17th to the $list May, inclusive. Notice ie 
also given that the General Annual Meeting of the Com- 
pany will be held at two o'clock p=. Tuesday, June 6th, 
at the office of the Company, for the purpose of receiving 
the annual report, the election of directors, eto. 

By order of the Board, 8. O. WOOD, Manager. 
Toronto, 19th April, 1893 


RICH CUT GLASS 


China Punch Cups 
Afternoon Chocolate Sets 
WEDDING GIFTS 


WILLIAM JUNOR 


Tel. 2177 109 King St. West 


The Cradle, the Altar and the Tomb 


Births. 
PARKER— April 24, Mre. R. J. Parker—a son. 

WATSON— April 27, Mre. J. P. Wateon—a son. 
RENFREW—April 25, Mrs. Allan E Renfrew—a son. 
WALKER—May 1, Mrs. B. L. Walker—a son. 
BAXTER—April 30, Mrs. Wm. Bixter—a daughter. 
CRONIN—May 1, Mrs. P. F. Cronin—a daughter. 
HIGGINS—April 29, Mre. T. M. Higgins—a son. 
McPHERSON — April 29, Mrs. R. U. McPherson—a daughter 
CASSELS—April £9, Mre. W. G. Caseele—a daughter. 


Marriages. 
ARMSTRONG—McCALLUM—April 26, Alfred Armstrong 
to Margaret M: Callum. 
McBRADY—SMALL—April 26, L. V. MoBrady to Mary O. 


Small. 
PEUCHEN—THOMSON—Aprfl 26, Arthur G. Peuchen to 
Margaret Thomson. 
THOMPSON—GRANTHAM—May 2, W. E. Thompson to 
B:rtha E. Grantham. 
sees |) pean oa 26, Herman Davis to Frances 0. 
nton. 
ned: yee eae 27, Ernest Howard to Rebecca 
. Jones. 
BELL— BROW N—April 26, Clarence Bell to Louisa Brown. 
DOYLE—McMULLEN—April 19, Dennis Doyle to Rosie 
McMullen. 
ROSEN BE&SG—MACDOUG ALL—April 27, M. Rosenberg to 
Minnie E. Macdougall 
LABATT—RIDLEY—April 20, Robert Hodgetts Labatt to 
Helen Isabel Ridley. 
OTTON—SIM—Apniil 27, Charles Otton to Annie Sim. 
WILSON—JONE3—April —, H. M. Wilson to Magher ita 


Jones. 

CAE -OSNOT— Age 26, Jesse L. Oaines to Emma 

enby 

McARTHUR—SHAW—April 26, Charles A. McArthur to 
Charlotte L. Shaw. 

HILL—MOOKE—April 26, William B. Hill to Edith Moore. 

HORROCKS—SHAW—April 27, Percy J. M. Horrocks to 
Carrie Norton Shaw. 


Deaths. 
BROOKE—At Chatham, April 26 Inez E. Brooke, aged 28. 
DO® N—April 25, Ethel Maud Down, aged 4. 
BRO WNRIDGE—April 25, Joseph H. Brownridge. 
DALE—April 22, Alice H. Dale. 
GREG ORY—April 26, Elizabeth Ann Gregury, aged 66 
PILSWORTH— April 26, Robert B. Pileworth, aged 78 
ae il 26, Abrabam Welsh, aged 85 
McOONKEY—April 27, Mary McConkey, aged 73. 
WILSON— April 24, Thomas J Wilson, aged 52 
ROBINSON— April, Sarah Ann Robinson, aged 70. 
DUGGAN—May 2, Ella Gladys Duggan. 
KENT—May 2, Iva Berthilde Kent. 
BAILEY—At Dublin, Ireland, Thomas Bailey, aged 64. 
JEFFERY —May 2, Elinor Janette Jeffery, age’ 38. 
KENNEDY—May 2, Clarriea Kennedy, aged 65 
MANN—May 2, Mary J. Mann, aged 43 
ROBIN—May 2, James L. Robin. 
WALLACE - May 1, Eanice Hetherington Wallace, aged 82. 
op le 1, Major G. Barrington Behan, aged 45. 
SMITH—April, Mre. Elizabeth Smith, aged 81. 
YOUNG—April 24, Mrs. George Young, aged 48. 


INSIST UPON A 


HEINTZMAN CO. 
PIANO 


When you are ready to purchase a Piano for a lifetime, , 
not the makeshift instruments for a few years’ use, but the- 
Piano whose sterling qualities will leave absolutely nothing 
to be desired, them insist upon having a 


HEINTZMAN & CO PIANO 


Ite pure singing tone is not an artifical quality soon to: 
wear away, leaving harehness in place of brillianoy, dul- 
nese in place of eweetness, but an inherent right of the 
Heintsman. Forty-five yeare of patient endeavor upon: 
thie point, non-deterioration with age, has made the Hel: tz- 
man what is ie—the acknowledged. standard of 
durability. 


CATALOGUES FREE ON APPLICATION 


HEINTZMAN & CO. 


117 King Street West 





